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** Nee Phoebo gratior ulla eft 

« Quamfibi quse Varipraefcripfit pagina nomen.'^ 
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T O 
THE MEMORY OF 

JOHN SHEFFIELD, 
Duke or Buckingham, 

THESE 

HIS MORE LASTING REMAINS, 

(THE MONUMENT OF HIS MIND, 

AND MORE PERECT IMAGE OF 

HIMSELF) 

ARE HERE COLLECTED BY THE DIRECTION O^ 

CATHARINE his Dutchess: 

DESIROUS THAT HlS ASHES MAT BE HONOURED, 

AND HIS FAME AND MERIT COMMITTED 

TO THE TEST OF 

TIME, TRUTH, AND POSTERITY. 
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TESTIMONIES OF AUTHORS 

CONCERNING 

HIS GRACE AND HJS WRITINGS. 
Earl of Roscommon, Eflay on Tranflated Veiie. 



H 



APP Y that author ! whofe correft eflay ♦ 
Repairs fo well our old Horatian way. 



Dryden, Abfalom and Achitophel. 
Sharp-judging Adriel, the Mufes* friend, . 
Himfclf a Mufe— In Sanhedrin's debate. 
True to his prince, but not a flave of ftate. 

Dryden, Verfes to Lord Rofcomtnon* 
How will fweet Ovid's ghoft be pleas *d to hear 
His fame augmented by an Englifh peer } 
How he embelliihes his Helen's love, 
Outdoes in foftnefs, and his fenfe improves. 

Dryden, Prefece to Virgil's iEncis. 
<* Your Eflay on Poetry, which was publifhed without 
*' a name, and of which I was not honoured with the 
** confidence, I read over and over with much delight, 
•* and as much inftru6tion ; ajid, without flattering you, 
** or making myfelf more moral than I am, not without 

* Eflay on Poetry. 
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•« fome envy, I was loth to be informed how an epic 
" poem Should be written, or how a tragedy fhould be 
" contrived and managed in better verfe, arid with more 
^' judgment, than I could teach others. 

'* I gave the unknown author his due commendation, 
•* I muft confefs ; but who can anfwer for me, and for 
" the reft of the poets who heard me read the poem, 
*« whether we Ihould not have been better pleafed to have 
** feen cmr own names at the bottom of the title-page I 
'« Perhaps we commended it the more, that we might 
" feem to be above tlie cenfure, &c.'' 

Dry DEN, Ibid. 
<* This fs but doing juftice to my country, part of 
** which honour will refleft on your lordfhip, whofc 
•* thoughts are always jufl, your numbers harmonious, 
•* your words chofen, your expreflions ftrong and manly, 
<* your verfe flowing, and your turns as happy as they 
** are eafy. If you would fet ui more copies, your cm- 
^* ample would make all precepts needlefs. In the 
** meantime, that little you have writ is owned, and 
•« that particularly by the poets (who are a nation not 
" over-lavifliof praife to their contemporaries) as a par- 
*' ticular ornament of our language : but the fweeteft 
*^ elTences are always confined in thefmallefVglaires." 

D RY DEN, Dedication to Aurengzebe. 
How great and manly in your lordfliip is your con** 
tempt of popular applaufe, and your retired virtue, which 
/iiaes only to a few, with wUom you live fo eafily and 
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freely, that you make it evident you have a foul whicti 
is capable of all the tendernefs of friendfhip, and that 
you only retire yourfelf from thoie who are not capable 
of returning it! Your kindncfs, where you have once 
placed it, is inviolable ; and it is to that only I attribute 
my happincfs in your love. This makes me more eaiily 
foriake an argument on which I could otherwife delight 
to dwell ; I mean your judgment in your choice oi 
friends, becaufe I have the honour to be one. After 
which, I am fure, you will more cafily permit me to be 
iilent in the care you have taken of my fortune, which 
you have refcued, not only from the power of others t 
but from my worft of enemies, my own modefty and 
lazinefs : which favour, had it been employed on a more 
deferving fubjeft, had been an effe6l of juftice in your 
nature 5 but as placed on me, is only charity. Yet withal 
it is conferred on fuch a man, a» prefers your kindnefs 
itfelf before any of its confequences ; and who values, . 
as the greateft of your favours, thofe of your love, and 
of your converfation. From this conftancy to your 
friends I might reafonably affume, that your refentmeftft 
would be as ftrong and lailing if they were not reflrained 
by a nobler principle of good-nature and generofity j for 
certainly it is the fame compofition of mind, the fame 
refblution and courage, which makes the greateft friend- 
ihips and the greateft exmiities. To this firmnefs in all 
your a6Hons (though you are wanting in no other orna- 
ments of mind and body, yet to this) I principally 
aicribe the interefl: your merits have acquired you in the 
xoyal femiJ/. A pnnce who is conftant to YivcafeXi , ^>\ 
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fteady In all his undertakings; one with whom the 
chara6ler of Horace will agree : 

'* Si fraftus illabatur orbis, 

** Impavidum fericnt ruinae." '' 

Such a one cannot but place an eftecm, and repofe a con- 
fidence on him whom no adverfity, no change of courts, 
no bribery of intercft, or cabal of faftions, or advantages 
of fortune, can remove from the folid foundations of 
honour and Rdclity. 

*' Ille roeos, primus qui me fibi junxit, amores 
• ** Abftulit, ille habeat fecum, fervetque fepulcro." 

How well your lordfhip will defervc that praife, I need 
no infpiration to foretel. You have already left no room 
for prophecy : your early undertakings have been fuch, 
in the fcrvice of your king and country, when you offered 
yourfclf to the moll dangerous , employment, that of 
the fea ; when you chofe to abandon thofe delights to 
which your youth and fortune did invite you, to undergo 
the hazards, and which was worfe, the company of com- 
mon feamen ; ihat you have made it evident you will 
refufe no opportunity of rendering yourfelf ufeful to 
the nation, when either your courage or condudl fhall 
be required. 

Bifliop Burnet, Preface to Sir T. More's Utopia. 

Our language is now certainly properer and more 
natural than it was formerly, chiefly iince the corredbion. 
that ivas^ivcn by the Rehearfal ; and it is to be hoped 
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that the Eflay on Poetry, which may be well matched 
with the beft pieces of its kind that even Auguftus's age 
produced, will have a more powerful operation, if clear 
fenle, joined with home but gentle reproofs, can work 
more on our writers than that unmerciful expofing of 
them has done. 

Addison, Spe£btor, N^ 253. 
We have three poems in our tongue, which are of the 
fame nature, and each of them a maftcr-piecc in its 
kind : the Effay on Tranflated Verfe, the Eflay on 
Poetry, and the Eflay on Criticifm. v 

Lord Lansdowne, Eflay on Unnatural Flights, &c. 

Rofcommon firft, then Mulgrave rofe, like light, 
To clear our darknefs, and to guide our flight : 
With fteady judgment, and in lofty founds. 
They gave us patterns, and they fet us bounds. 
The Stagyrite and Horace laid afide, 
InfoiTO'd by them we need no foreign guide ; 
Who feek from poetry a lafting name. 
May from their leflbns learn the road to fame. 

Prior, Alma, Cant. 2. 
Happy the poet ! bleft the lays ! 
Which Buckingham has deign'd to praife. 

Garth, Difpenfary. 
Now Tyber's ftreams no courtly Galius fee. 
But fhiiliDg Thames enjoys his Normanby. 
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Pope, Eflay on Criticifm. 
Yet fome there were among the founder fe^v, 
Of thofe who lefs fwtefum'd, and better knew. 
Who durft affert the juftcr ancient caufe, 
And here reftor'd Wit's fundamental laws : 
Such was the Mufe, whole rules and praftice tell, 
** Nature's chief mafter-piece is writing well." 

Pope, Mifcellanies. 
Mufe, 'tis enough ; at length thy labour ends. 
And thou fhalt live, for Buckingham commends* 
Let crowds of critics now my verfe aflail, 
Let Dennis write, and namelefs numbers rail : 
This more than pays whole years of thanklefs pain. 
Time, health, and fortune are not loil in vain j 
Sheffield approves, confenting Phoebus bends, 
And I and Malice fipm this hom are friends. 
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BY THE 



DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 



THE TEMPLE OF DEATH, 

IN IMITATION OF THE FRENCH. 

IN thofc cold climates, where the fuD appears 
Unwillingly, and hides his face in tears, 
A difmal vale lies in a defert ifle 
On which indulgent heaven did never fmilc. 
There a thick grove of aged cyprefs trees. 
Which none without an awful horror fees. 
Into its withcr'd arms, deprived of leaves. 
Whole flocks of ill-prefaging birds receives : 
Poifons are all the plants that foil will bear^ 
And winter is the only ieaibn there : 
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Millions of graves o'erfjjread the fpacious field. 
And fprings of blood a thoufand rivers yield ; 
Whofc dreams, opprefs'd with carcaifes and bones^ 
Infiead of gentle murmurs > pour forth groans. 
Within this vale a famous temple (bnds, 
Old as the world itfelf, which it commands ; 
Round is its figure, and four iron gates 
Divide mankind, by order of the Fates : 
Thither in crowds come to one common grave 
The young, the old, the monarch, and theflave. 
Old age and pains, thofe evils man deplores, 
Are rigid keepers of th' eternal doors ; 
All clad in mournful blacks, which fadly load 
The facred walls of this obfcure abode ; 
And tapers, of a pitchy fubftance made. 
With clouds of fmoke increafe the difmal fhade. 

A monfter void of reafon and of %ht 
The goddefs is, who fways this realm of night ; 
Her power extends o*er all things that have breath, 
A cruel tyrant, and her name is Death. 
The faireft objeft of our wondering eyes 
Was newly oflfer'd up her facrifice ; 
Th' adjoining places where the altar flood. 
Yet bluihing with the fair Almeria's blood. 
When griev'd Orontes, whofe unhappy flame 
Is known to all who e'er converfe with Fame, 
His mind poflefsM by Fury and Defpair, 
Within the facred temple made this prayer : 

Great Deity ! who in thy hands doft bear 
That iron fceptre which poor mortals fear j 
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Who, wanting eyes thyfelf, rtfptiktR. tionc. 
And neither f{>ar'ft the laurel nor the crown ! 
O thou, whom all mankind in vain withHand, ; 
Each of whofe blood muil one day.^su^, tb/ handt. 
O thou , who every eye that fees the light ', 

Clofefl for ever in the ihades of night ! ; 

Goddefs, attend^and hearken to my grief. 
To which thy power alone can give relief* , 
Alas ! I afk not to defer my fate, ^ 

But wifh my haplefs life a ihorter date i. , ' '■ 
And that the earth would in its bowelshi^e 
A wretch, whom heaven invades on every fide & 
That from the fijght of day I could remove. 
And might have nothing left me but opy lave*. 

Thou only, comforter of minds, opprqft. 
The port \yhe<-p, wearied fpirits are atjreft j 
Conduftor to Elyfium,. take my life. 
My breaft I. offer to thy Ikcred knife ; 
So juft a grace refufe not, nor defpife 
A willing, though a worthlefs facrificc. 
Others (their frail and mortal ftate fpigot) 
Before thy altars are not to he brought- - 
Without confiraint ; the noife of dying rage. 
Heaps of the flain of every fex and age. 
The blade all reeking in the gore it ihed. 
With fever'd heads and arms conf usMly fpitad j 
The rapid flames of a perpetual fire. 
The groans of wretches ready to expire : 
This tragic fcene in terror makes them live. 
Till that is forced which ^j ihould freely ^m-. 
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Yielding uawillingly what heaven will have, 
Their fears eclipfc the glory of the!*- grave : 
Before thy hct they make indecent Meari, 
And feel a huftdrcd deaths in fearitig one : 
Thy flame becomes tihhallow'd in ihtk breaft-. 
And he a murderer Who was a priefh- 
But againft me thy ftmotigeft forces- calF, 
And on my head let all rfie tcmpcft fall ; 
No mean retreat (hall any wcakneft ihow. 
But calmly I'll *xpeft the fatal blow j 
My limbs ndt trembling, in my mind ttofear. 
Plaints ifi my tn6uth, " nor in my eyes a tear. 
Think not their'Time,' our -wonted iflire relief. 
That univerflll twe for every grief, 
Whofe aid fo mafny lovers oft* have found. 
With like fuctfeftf can never heahmy wound ? 
Too weak the power of nature or of art. 
Nothing but death can cafe a broken heart': 
And that thou may*!! behold my heTplcfs ft'ate, " 
Learn the extreraftfft rigour of my fate. 

Amidft th* Innumerable beauteous train, 
Paris, the queen df cities, does (iontain, 
(The faireft town, the largeft, and the beft) 
The fair Almeria ihin'd above the reft : 
From her bright eyes to feel a hopelcfs flame. 
Was of oar youiii the moft ambitious aim ; 
Her chains were marits of honour to the brave. 
She made a prince whene'er fhe made a Have. 
Love, under wfaoie tyrannic power I groan. 
Shewed me tint beauty ere 'twas fully blown i 
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Her timorous channs, and lier impra^bit'd look^ 
Their firft afiiirasee from my conqueft took ; 
By wounding xne» &t leam'd the fatal art. 
And the fiiil figh fhe had was horn my heart : 
My eyes, vrith tears moiftening her Csowy arms. 
Rendered the tribute o^ving to her charms. 
But, as I fooneft of all mortals paid 
My Yowsy and to her beauty altars made ; 
So, among aU.thoie ilaves that figh'd in Tain, 
She thought me only worthy of my chain : 
Love's heavy burden my fubmiiiive heart 
Endured not long« before (he botre her part ; 
My violent flame melted her frozen breaA;, 
And in fbft fighs her ^ty the exprefs'd*; 
Her gentle voice allay 'd my raging pains, 
An4 -her fair hands fuftain'd md in my chains ; 
£v'n tears of pity waited on my moan^ 
And tender looks were caft on me alone. 
My hopes and dangers were lefs mine than hers, 
Thole fill'd her foul with joys, and thefe with fears ; 
Our hearts, united, had the fame defires. 
And both alike bttrn*d wirfi impatient fires. 
Too faithful Memory ! I give thee leave 
Thy wretdhed mailer kindly to deceive ; 
Oh, make mc not pofleflbr of her charms, 
Let me not find her languifli in my arms ; 
Paft joys are now my fancy's mournful themes j 
Make all my happy nights appear but dreams : 
Let not f uch blifs before my eyes be brought, 
O hide thofefcenes from my tonneiitingthQU^t\ 

1 ku4. 
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And in their place difdainf ul beauty fhow ; 
If thou would'ft not be cruel, make her fo : 
And, fomething to abate my deep dcfpair,; 

let her feem lefs gentle, or lefs fair. 
But I in vain flatter my wounded mind ; 
Kever was nymph £o lovely or fo kind : 
No cold repulfes my deiires fuppreft, . • : 

1 feldom figh'd, but on Almeria's breaft ; 
Of all the palfions which mankind deftroy, 
I only felt excefs of love and joy : ; : . 
Unnumbered pleafures chann'd my (eti(tf and they 
Were, as my love, without th© kaft aUay. 

As pure, alas j but not fo fure (o laft^ 
For, like a pleafing' dream, thsy are all paft,^ 
From heaven her beauties- Hke fierce lightnings came 
Which break through .darkneii with a glorious flame ; 
Awhile they ihine^ awhile <our minds amaze. 
Our wondering eye^. are ^^uled with the blaze j 
But thunder follow^, .whoie reiiftlefs rage 
None- can withftand,: and not)iing can.aiTuage ; 
And all that light which thofe bright flaihes g^ve. 
Serves only to conduct us to our grave. 

When I had jufl begun love's joys to tafle, 
(Thofe full rewards for fears and dangers paft) 
A fever fciz'd her, and to nothing brought 
The richeft work that ever nature wrought. 
All things below, alas ! uncertain (land ; 
The firmed rocks are fi&'d upon the fand : 
Under this law both kings and kingdoms bend. 
And no beginning is without an end. 

h Ca^crvficc 
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A iaciifice to time, hn dooms to us all. 
And at the tyrant's feet we daily fail : 
Time, 'whafe bold'httnd will bring alike to dull 
Mankind, and temples tooin which they tnift. 

Her wafted fpirks now hogin .to faint, 
Tet patience ties her tongue &om all oomj^iit. 
And in her heart as in a fort remains ; 
But yields at lalt tober refiftlels pains. 
Thus while the fev^r, amorous of his pr^, 
Throu^ all her veins makes his delightful way» 
Her fate 's like Semele's ; the flames dcfti#y 
That beauty they too ea^ly en joy« 
Her charming face is in ks fpring decay'd^ 
Pale grow the rofes, and the lilies fade ; 
Her ikin has loft that luftre which furpafs'd 
The fun's, and well <Ie(erv'd as long to laft : 
Her eyes, which us'd to pierce the hardeft hearty 
Are now diiarm'd of all their flames and darts | 
Thofe ftars now heavily and flowly move^ 
And ficknefs triumphs in the throne of love. 
The Tever every moment more prevails. 
Its rage her body feels, and tongue bewails : 
She, whofe difdain To many lovers juove. 
Sighs ndw for torment, as they figh for love. 
And with loud cries, which rend the neighbouring air. 
Wounds my fad heart, and weakens my defpair. 
Both men and gods 1 charge now with my lols. 
And, wild\vieh grief, my thoughts each other crofsf 
My hearted tongue labour in both extremes^ 
This icnds up humble prayers, while thatblafj^hemes : 

C \^ 
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Taik their help, whofe malice I -defy, 
And mbgle facrilegc with piety. 
Buty that which muft yet more perplex my mind. 
To love her truly, I muft ieem unkind : 
So unconcem'd a face my forrow wears, 
I myft reftrain unruly floods of tean. 
My eyes and tongue put on diflemhling forms, 
I ihew a calmnefs in the midft of ftorms ; 
I feem to hope when all my hopes are gone, 
Andy aUnoft dead with grief , difcovernone. 
But who can long deceive a loving eye, 
Or with dry eyes behold his miftrefs die ? 
When paifionhad with all its terrors brought 
Th' approaching danger nearer to my thought, 
OflF on a fudden fell the forc'd difguife, 
And (hew'd'a fighing heart in weeping eyes : 
My apprehenfions, now no more confin'd, 
. Expos'd toy forrows, and betray'd my mind. 
The fair affliftcd foon perceives my tears, 
Explains my iighs, and thence concludes my fears : 
With fad prefages of her hopelefs cafe, 
She reads her fate in my deje£^ed face ; 
Then feels my torment, and neglefls her own, 
While I amfeniible of hers alone ; 
Each does the other's burthen kindly bear, 
1 fear her deatli, and Ihe bewails my fear : 
Though thus we fuffer under Fortune's darts, 
'Tis only thofe of love which reach our hearts* 
Meanwhile the fever mocks at all our fears. 
Crows by our Bghs, and rages at our tears : ' 
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Thoie vain efie£b of our as vsLxn defire. 
Like vrind and oil, increafe the fatal fire. 

Almeria then, feeling the deflinies 
About to ihut her lips, and clofe her eyes ; 
Weeping, in mine, fix'd her fair trembling hand. 
And with thefe words I icarce could underftand. 
Her paflion in a dying voice exprefs'd 
Half, and her (ighs, alas I made out the reft. 

'Tis paft i this pang — Nature gives o'er rfic ftrifc i; 
Thou muft thy miftrefs lofe, and I my life. 
I die ; but, dying thine, the fates may prove 
Their conqueft over me, but not my love : 
Thy memory, my glory, and my pain. 
In fpite of death itfelf (hall fli 11 remain. 
Deareft Orontes, my hard fate denies, 
That hope is the laft thing which in us dies ; 
From my griev'd breafl all thofe foft thoughts are fled. 
And love furvlves it though my hope is dead | 
I yield my life, but keep my paflion yet. 
And can all thoughts, but of Orontes, quit. 

My flame increafes as my ftrength decays j 
Death, which puts out the light, the hearwill raife : * 
rhatftill remains, though I from hence remove ; 
I loic my lover, but I keep my love. 

The fighs which fcnt forth that laft tender word. 
Up tow'rds the heavens like a bright meteor foar*d | 
And the kind n|mph, not yet bereft of charms, 
Fell cold and breathleft in her lover's arms. 

Goddefs, who now my fate haft underftood, 
Spare but my tears, and freely take my^ blood i 
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Here let me end the ftory of my cares ; 
My difinal grief eaough the reft declare^ 
Judge thou by all tMs mifery difplayVJ, 
Whether I opght not to implore thy aid : 
Thus tp furvive, reproaches on me draws ; 
Kever ikd wiihes liad fo juft a -caufe. 

Come then, my only hope ; in every place 
TTiou viiiteftf men tremble at thy face, 
A^ iearthy name : once let thy fatal hand 
Fallon a Twain that does the blow demand. 
Vouchfafe thy dart ; I need not one of thofe. 
With which thou dott unwilling kings dcpofe : 
A welcome death the flighted wound can bring. 
And free a foul already on her wing. 
Without thy aid, moft miferable I 
Muft cvcr.wiib, yet not obtain to die. 
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LE T others fbngs or latires write, 
Provok'd by Vanity or Spite j 
My Mufe a nobler caufe ihall move, 
To fcttad aloud the praife of Love : 

T|^t gentle, yet refiftlefs heat, 
Which raiie« men to ail tlungs good ai^d great : 
While other paffions of the mind 
To low brutality debafe mankind, 
By love wt are above ourfelvKs cefin^da 
' 0\v 
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Oh Idfft, thou trance dmae ! in which the Ibnl^ 
UncloggM with wordly cares, may range without control ; 
And fbaring to her heaven, from thence infpir*d can teach 
H^ myfieries, above poor Reafon's feeble reach. 

II. 
To weak old age, Prudence fbme dd may prove 
And curb thofe appetites that faintly move ; 
But wild, impetuous youth is tam'd by nothing Icfs I 

than love. 
Of men too rough for peace, too rude for arts. 
Love's power can penetrate the hardeft hearts ; 
And through the clofeft pores a pafTage find. 
Like that of light, tofliine all o'er the mind. 
The want of love dqes both extremes produce j 
Maids are too nice, and men as much too loofe ; 
While equal good an amorous couple find. 
She makes him conftant, and he makes her kind. 
New charms in vain a lover's faith would prove ; 
Hermits or bed-rid men they *ll fboner move : 
The fair invcigler will but fadly find, 
There's no Aich eunuch as a man in love. 

But'when by his chafte nymph embrac'd, 

(For love makes all embraces chafte) 

Then the tranfported creature can 

Do wonders, and is more than man. 
Both -heaven and earth would our defires confirfe ; 
But yet in vain both heaven and earth combine, 
Unlefs where love bleffes the great defign. 
Hymen makes faft the hand, but love the heart ; 
He the fool's j:od, thou nature's Hymen aLit^ 

C 3 V4>aa^"& 
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Whofe laws once broke, we are not held by force^ 

But the falfe breach itfelf is a divorce. 

. III. 

For love the mifer will his gold delpife. 

The falfe grow faithful, and the foolilh wife ; 

Cautious the youngy and complaifant the old. 

The cruel gentle, and the coward bold. 

Thou glorious fun within our fouls, 

Whofe influence fo much controls ; 

Ev'n dull and heavy lumps of love. 

Quickened by thee, more lively move ; 
And if their heads but any fubftance hold, 
Love ripens all that drofs into thepureft gold. 

In heaven's great work thy part is fuch. 
That mafter-like thou giv'flt the laft great touch. 

To heaven's own mafter-piece of man 5 
And finiiheft what Nature but began ; 
Thy happy ftroke can into foftnefs bring 
Reafon, that rough and wrangling thing. 

From childhood upwards we decay, 
And grow but greater children every day : 
So, reafon, how can we be faid to rife ? 
So many cares attend the being wife, 
*Tis rather falling down a precipice. 
From Senfe to Reafon unimprovM we move ; 
We only then advance, when Reafon turns to Love. 
IV. 

Thou reigned o'er our earthly god« ; 
Uncrown'd by thee, their other crowns are loads ; 

One 
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ODE 6N LOVE. 8* 

One beauty's (mile their meaneft courtier briogt 
Rather to pity thao to envy kings ; 
His fellow (laves he takes them now to be. 
Favoured by love peiiiaps. much lefs than he* 

For love, the timorous baihful maid, 
O£^aothiog but denying is afraid ; 

For love ihe overcomes her (hamei 
Foriakesberfortiue, and forgets her fame; 
Yet, if but with a conftant lover blcft. 
Thanks heaven for that, and never minds the reft. 
V. 

Love is the (alt of life ; a higher tafte 
It gives to pleafure, and then makes it la(L 
Thofe (lighted favours which cold nymphs diipenie. 
Mere common counters of the fenfe, 
Defe£live both in metal and in meafure, 
A lover's fancy coins into a treafure* 
How vaft the fubjefl f what a boundlefs Uton 
Of bright ideas, fbining all before 
The Mufes' fighs, forbids me to give o'er ! 
But the kind god incites us various ways. 
And now I find him all my ardour raife. 
His precepts to pcrfurroa as well as praiie. 
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EL E G y 

TO THE 

DUTCHESS OF R 

'T'HOU loTclydave to a rude hulband's will, 
• •*• By Nature us'd fo well, by him fb ill I 
For all tint grief we fee your mind endure, 
Your glafs prefents you with apleafing cure. 
Thofe maids you envy for their happier ftate. 
To have your form, would gladly have your fate j * 
And qflike flavery eadi wife complains, 
Without fuch beauty's help to bear her chains. 
Huibands like him we every -where may fee ; 
But where can we behold a wife like thee ? 
While to a tjrrant you by fate are ty'd, 
By love you tyrannize o*er adlbefide : 
Thofeeyes, thbugh weeping, can no pity move ;. 
Wwthy our grief !" more worthy of our love ! 
You, while fo fair (do fortune what fhepleafe) 
Uniefs, unfatisEed with all our vows. 
Your vain ambition fo unbounded grows. 
That you repine a huiband fhould efcape 
Th' united force of fuch a face and ihape. 
Ifib, alas! for all thofe charming powers. 
Your cafe is juft as defperateas ours. 
Eiqpe^b'that birds fhould only fing to you, 
./iadj as you walk, that ev'ry tree fhould bow t 



ELEGY TO THE DUTCHESS OF R—. tg ^ 
Ixpca thofe ftatuftty at you pafs, (hould bum s 
iLnd that with wander men ihould ftatues turn ; 
uch beauty is enough to gire things life, 
lut not to make a hufband love his wife ; 
V hufbandy woHe ihan fiatues, or than trees i 
'older than thofe, lels ienfible than thefe* 
Tien from fo dull a care your thoughts remo?e| 
Lnd wafte not (ighs you only owe to love. 
Pis pity, fighs from fuch a breaft (hould part^ 
^nleis to eafe fome doubtful lover's heart i 
^o dies becauie he muft too juftly prize 
^Hiat yet the dull poflefibrdoes deipife. 
"bus precious jewels among Indians grow, 
V^ho nor their uie, nor wondrous value knp\y ; 
rut we for thofe bright treafures tempt the main, 
Lnd hazard life for what the fools difdain. 

A LETTER FROM SEA. 

^Aired, if time and abfence can incline 

' Yourheart to wandering thoughts no more than mine; 

ben fhall my hand, as changelefs as my mind, 

rom your glad eyes a kindly welcome find ; 

hen, while this notes my condancy aiTures, 

bu '11 be almoft as pleas'd, as I with yours. 

nd trufl me, when I feel that kind relief, 

.bfence itfclf awhile fufpends its grief : 

) may it do with you, but ftrait return i 

7S it were cruel not fometimes to mourn 

6 . Y&^ 
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Hi3 hte, who this long time he keeps away. 
Mourns all the night, and fighs out all the day; 
Grieving yet more, when he refle^b that you 
Muft not be happy» or muft not be true. 
But (ince to me it feems a blacker fate 
To be inconftant, than unfortunate ; 
Remember all thofe vows between us pafl. 
When I from all I value parted laft ; 
May you alike with kind impatience bum. 
And fomething mifs» till I with joy return ; 
And foon may pitying beaven that ble£^g give^ 
As in the hopes of that alone I live. 

LOVE'S SLAVE R Y. 

/^ RAVE fops my envy now beget, 
^^ Who did my pity move ; 
They, ' by the right of wanting wit. 
Are free from cares of love. 

Turks honour fools, becaufe they arc 

By that dcfeft fecure 
From flavery and toils of war. 

Which all the reft endure. 

So I, who fuffer cold negle£b 

And wounds from Celiacs eyes, 
Begin extremely to refpe^ . 

Thefe fools that feem fo wife. 

'Til 



LOVE'S SLAVERY. %% 

^s true, they fondly kt their hearu 

On things of no delight ; 
To pafs all day for men of parts. 

They pafs alone the night. 

But Celia never breaks .their reft i 

Such iervants ihe difdains ; 
And fo the fops are dully blefl. 

While I endure her chains. 
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THE DREAM* 

E A P Y to throw me at the feet 
Of that fair nymph whom I adore. 
Impatient thofe delights to meet 
Which I enjoy'd the night before ; 

By her wonted fcomftil brow, 

Soon the fond milUke I find ; 
Ixion moum'd his error fo, 

When Juno's form the cloud relign'd. 

Sleep, to make its charms more priz'd 
Than waking joys, which mod prevail^ 

Had cunningly itfelf difguis'd 
In a ihapc that could not fail. 

There my Celiacs fnowy arms, 

Breads, and other parts more dear, 
.Expofmg new and unknown charms^ 

To my tian^rted foul appear. 
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Then you fo much kindnefs ihow^ 

My defpair deluded flies ; 
And indulgent dreams- beftow 

What your cruelty denies. 

Blufh not that your image Lore 

Naked to my fancy brottght ; 
'Tis hard, methinks, to difapprove 

The joys I feel without your fault. 

Wonder not a fancy'd blifs 

Cajl fbch griefs as mine remove ; 
That honour as fantaflic is, 

Which makes you flight fuch condant lovc^ 

The virtue which you value fo, 

Is but a fancy frail and vain ; 
Nothing is folid here below. 

Except my love and your difdain. 



To One who accufed him of being too fenfual iii 
his Love. 

nn H I N K not, my fair, 'tis fin or Ihame, 
•*■ To blefs the man "who fo adores ; 
Nor give fo hard, unjuft a name. 

To all thofe favours he implores. 
Beauty is heaven's ipoft bounteous gift e(leem'd#- ;. 

Becaufe by love men ar^from Tiise. iitdeem'dr 

Yet 



TO O^B S^N^UAL IK LOVE. <t# 
Yet wiih not vainly for a love > 

From all the force of nature clear 4 
That k relerv'd for tboiib above» 

And 'tis a fault to claim it here. - 
For fenfual joys ye fcom that we ihould love ye^ 
But love without them is as much ahove ye. 
.. *■ 

T H ,E WARNING.^ 

LO V£ R S, who wafte your thoughts and youth . 
In paffion's fond eztremesy 
Who dream of women's love and truth^ 
And doat upon your dreams : 

•I ihould not here your fancy take 

From fuch a pleafmg (late, 
Were you not fure at laft to wake. 
And find your fault too late. 

Then learn hetimes, the love which qt^^^wm 

Our cares is ail but wiles. 
Composed of falfe fantaftic frowns. 

And ibft diflembling fmiles. ' •• 

With anger, which fometimes tbeyieigMj 

They cruel tyrants prove ; 
And then turn flatterers again. 

With a» afire6^d love. 

As if (bme injury was meant 
To thofe they kindly us'd,. 
Thoie lovers are the moft content 
' TbMt lunre been AUl jreAia'd# ^\tk^ 



ib BUCKINGHAM'S POEMS. 
Since each has in his bofom nurft 

A falfe and faWningfoe, 
'Tis juft and wife, by ftriking firfr. 

To 'fcape the fetal' bk)\v. 
« ■ * • ■ 

TO AMORETTA. 

TTT.HEN I held out againft your tyi^ 

^ ^ You took the fureft courfe j 
A h^rt unwary' to furprize. 
You ne'er could take by force. 

However, though I ftrive no more,. 

The fort will now be pnz'd, 
Which, if furrender'd up before,. 

Perhaps had been deipis'd. 

But, gentle Amoretta, though 

I cannot love refift, 
Think not, when you hare caught me io,. 

To ufe me as you lift. 

Inconftancy or coldnefs will 

My foolilh heart reclaim : 
Then I come off with honour ftill. 

But you, alas ! with (hame. 

A heart by kindnefs only gain'd. 

Will a dear conqueft prove ; 
And, to be kept, muft be maintain'd 

At vaft expence of love. 
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THE VENTURE. 

OH, how I languifh ! what a ftrangc 
Unruly fierce defire ! 
My ipirits feel fome wondrous change^ 
My heart is all on fire. 

Now, all ye wifer thoughts, away. 

In vain your tale ye tell 
Of patient hopes, and dull delay. 

Love's foppifli part ; farewell. 

Suppofe one week's delay would give 

All that my wifhes move j 
Oh, who fo long a time can live, 

Stretch'd on the rack of love ? 

Her foul perhaps is too fublime. 

To like fuch flavifh fear j 
Difcretion, prudence, all is crime. 

If once condemned by her. 

When honour does the fbldier call 

To fome unequal fight, 
Refolv'd to conquer, or to fall. 

Before his general's fight j 

Advanc'd the happy hero lives j 

Or if ill Fate denies. 
The noble rafhnefs heaven forgives, 

And glorioufly he dies* 
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INCONSTANCY EXCUSED. 
SO N G. 

IMuft confefsy I am untrue 
To Gloriank's eyes ; 
But he that *s fmil'd upon bj you. 
Mud all the world de^fe. 

In winter, fires of little wortb 

£xcite our dull defire ; 
But when the fun breaks kindly forth, 

Thofe fainler flames expire^ 

Then blame me not for iiig^dng now 

What I did once adore j ^ 

O, do but this one change allow. 

And I can change no more : 

Fixt by your never-failing charms,r 

Till I with age decay. 
Till languiftiing withjin your anns^ 

I figh my foul away* 

SON O. 

OH, conceal that charming creatlire 
From my wondering, wilhing eyes ! 
Every motion, every feature 
JE^ees Jfbme ravilh'd heart furpiizti 



SONG. 33 

But oh, I fighing, fighing, fee 
The happy fwain ! (he ne'er can bft 
Falfe to him, or kind to me. 

Yet, if I could humbly (how her, 

Ah ! how wretched I remain ; 
'Tis not, fure, a thing below her. 

Still to pity fo much pain. 
The gods fome pleafure, pleafure take, 
Happy as themfelves to make 
Thofe who fuffer for their fake. 

Since your hand alone was given 

To a wretch not worth your care 5 
Like fome angel fent from heaven, 

Come, and raife me from dcfpair j 
Your heart I cannot, cannot mil's. 
And I defire no other blifs j 
Let all the world befides be his. 

D E S P A I R, 

ALL hopelefs of relief, 
•^ ^ Incapable of reft, 
Ia vain I llrive to vent a grief 
That's not to be expreft. 

This rage within my veins 

No reafon can remove; 
Of all the mind's moft cruel pains, 

The fhaxpe(l, fure, is love. 
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Yet while I languifli fo, 

And on thee vainly call 5 
Take heed, fair caufe of all my woe, 

What fate may thee befall. 

Ungrateful, cruel faults 

Suit not thy gentle (ex ; 
Hereafter, how will guilty thoughts 

Thy tender confcience vex ! 

"When welcome Death fliall bring 

Relief to wretched me. 
My foul enlarged, and once on wing, 

In hade will fly to thee. 

When in thy lonely bed 

My ghoft its moan fhall make. 
With faddeft figns that I am dead. 

And dead for thy dear fake ; 

Struck with that confcious blow. 

Thy very foul will ftart : 
Pale as my fliadow thou.wilt grow. 

And cold as is thy heart. 

Too late rcmorfc will then 

Untimely pity fhow 
To him, who of all mortal men 

Did moft thy value know. 

Yet, with this broken heart, 

I wifh thou never be 
Toimented with the thoufiu^dth part 
Of what I feci for thcc. 
5 
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Oa Appreheniion of lofing what he had newly 
gained. 

IN IMITATION OF OVID. 

SURE I of all men am the firft 
That ever was by kindnefs curil. 
Who muft my only blifs bemoan, 
And am by happinefs undone. 

Had I at diftance only feen 
That lovely face, I might have been 
With the delightful objeft pleas*d. 
But not with all this p^iflion feiz'd. 

When afterwards fo near I came 
As to be fcorch'd in beauty's flame ; 
To fo much foftnefs, fo much fenfe, 
Reaibn itfelf made no defence. 

What pleafing thoughts poffefs*d my mind 
When little favours fhew'd you kind ! 
And though, when coldnefs oft' prevail'd. 
My heart would iink, and fpirits fail'd. 
Yet willingly the yoke I bore, 
And all your chains as bracelets wore : 
At your lov'd feet all day would lie, 
Deiiring, without knowing why ; 
For, not yet bleft within your arms, 
Who could have thought of half your charms ? 
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Charms of fuch a wondrous kind. 
Words we cannot, muft not find, 
A body worthy of your mind. 
Fancy could ne'er fo high refleft. 
Nor love itfclf fuch joys expe£i. 

After fuch embraces paft, 
Whofe memory will ever lall, 
Love is ftill reflecting back 5 
All my foul is on a rack : 
To be in hell 's fufficient curfc. 
But to fall from heaven is worfe. 
I liv'd in grief ere this I knew. 
But then I dwelt in darknefs too* 
Of gains, alas ! I could not boaft ; 
But little thought how much I loft. 

Now heart-devouring eagernefs, 
And iharp impatience to pofTcfs ; 
Now reftlefs cares, confuming fires, 
Anxious thoughts, and fierce defires. 
Tear my heart to that degree. 
For ev^r fix'd on only thee : 
Thea all my comfort is, I (hall 
Live in thy arms, or not at all. 

THE RECONCILEMENT^ 

S O N G. 

COME, let us now refolve at laft 
To live and love in quiet ; 
We'll tie the knot fo very faft, 

That Time /hall ne'er unde it. 'tV.^ 

lb 



SONG. 37 

The trueft joys they feldom prove. 

Who free from quarrels live ; 
'Tis the mod tender part of love, 

Each other to forgive. 

When leaft I feemM concern'd, I took ' 

No pleafure, nor no reft ; 
And when I feign 'd an angry look, 

Alas ! I lov*d you beft. 

Own but the fame to me, you '11 find 

How bleft will be our fate ; 
Oh, to be happy, to be kind, 

Sure never is too late. 

SONG, 

Tf ROM all unes^fy paflions free, 
'**• Revenge, ambition, jeffloufy. 
Contented I had been too bleft, 
If love and you had let me reft : 
Yet that dull life I now defpife ; 

Safe from your eyes, 
I fear'd no griefs, but then I found no joyg. 

Amidft a thoufand kind defires, 
Which beauty moves, and love infplres j 
Such pangs I feel of tender fear, 
No heart fo foft as mine can bear : 
Yet I '11 defy the worft of harms j 

Such are your charms, 
^TU worth a life to die ^vithin your arms* 

D 3 n:^ 
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TO A COQJ^ET BEAUTY. 

'n* ROM wars and plagues come no fuch harms, 

^ As from a nymph fo full of charms j 

So much fweetnefs in her face. 

In her motions fuch a grace. 

In her kind inviting eyes 

Such a foft enchantment lies ; 

That we pleaie ourielves too ibon. 

And are with empty hopes undone. 

After all her foftnefs, we 
Are but flaves, while fhe is free ; 
Free, alas ! from all deiire. 
Except to fet the world on fire. 

Thou, fair dilTembler, doil but thu» 
Deceive thyfelf, as well as us. 
Like a reftlefs monarch, thou 
Would ft rather force mankind to bow. 
And venture round the world to roam. 
Than govern peaceably at home. 
But truft me, Celia, trull me, when 
Apollo*s felf infpires my pen. 
One hour of love's delight out-weighs 
Whole years of univerfal praife ; 
And one adorer, kindly us'd, 
Gives truer joys than crowds refus'd. 
For what docs youth and beauty fcrve ? 
Wh/ more than all your fex delcrve > 



TO A COQUET BEAUTY. 39 

Why fuch foft alluring arts 
To charm our eyes, and melt our hearts ? 
By our lois you nothing gain : . 
Unlefs you love, you pleafe in vain. 



THE RELAPSE. 

TIKE children in a ftarry night, 
•*^ When I beheld thofe eyes before, 
I gaz'd with wonder and delight, 
Infenfible of all their power. 

I play'd about the flame fo long. 

At laft I felt the fcorching fire ; 
My hopes were weak, my paffio;)^roiig» 

And I lay dying with deiire. 

By all the helps of human art, 

I juft recovered fo much fenie^ 
As to avoid, with heavy heart. 

The fair, but fatal, influence. 

But, (ince you ihine away defpair. 

And now my fighs no longer fliun> 
No Perflan in his zealous prayer 

So much adores the rifing fun. 

If once again my vows difpleaie. 

There never was fo loft a lover ; 
In love, that languiihing difeafe, 

A (ad relapfe we ne'er recover. 

D4 'l^^ 
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THE RECOVERY 

O I G H I N G and languifliing I lay, 
*^ A ftranger grown to all delight, 
Paifing with tedious thoughts the day. 
And with unquiet dreams the night« 

For your dear fake, my only care 

Was how' my fatal love to hide j 
For ever drooping with delpair. 

Neglecting all the world befide 2 

Till, like fome angel from above, 

Cornelia ca]|ip to my relief ; 
And then I found the joys of love 

Can make amends for all the grief. 

Thofe plcaling hopes I now purfue 
Might fail if you could prove unjuft^ 

But promifes from heaven and you. 
Who is (b impious to miftruft ? 

Here all my doubts and troubles end. 

One tender word my foul aiTures s 
Kor am I vain, (ince I depend 
• Not on my own defert, but ^ours* 
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TNEJECTE'D, as true converts die, 
"■-^ But yet with fervent thoughts inflamed. 
So, faireft ! at your feet I lie. 
Of all my fex's faults afhaiA'd, 

Too long, alas ! have I abus'd 

Lovers innocent and facred flame. 
And that divineft power have us*d 

To laugh at, as an idle name. 

But fince Co freely I confefs 

A crime which may your fcorn produce. 
Allow me now to make it lefs 

By any juil and fair excufe. 

I then did vulgar joys purfuc. 

Variety was all my blils ; 
But ignorant of love and you, 

How could I chuie but do amifs f 

If ever now my wandering eyes 

Seek out amufements as before | 
If e'er I look, but to defpife 

Such charms, and value yours the mOFe ; 

May fad remorfe, and guilty ihame. 
Revenge your wrongs on faithlefs me ; 

And, what I tremble even to namCy 
May I lofe all in loiing thee 1 



4i BUCKINGHAM'S POEMS. 
THE PICTURE. 

IN IMITATION OF ANACREON. 

nn koU flatterer of all the fair, 
•*- Come with all your fltill and care j 

Draw me fuch a fhape and face, 

As your flattery would difgrace. 

Wiih not that (he would appear, 

*Tls well for you flic is not here : 
, Scarce can you with fafety fee 

All her charms defcrib'd by me : 

I, alas ! the dagger know, 

I, alas ! have felt the blow ; 

Mourn, as loft, my former days. 

That never fung of Celiacs praife j 

And thoie few that are behind 

I ihall bleft or wretched find^ 

Only juft as flie is kind. 

With her tempting eyes begin,. 
Eyes that would draw angels in 
To a fecond fweetcr fin. 
Oh, thoie wanton rolling eyes! 
At each glance a lover dies : 
Make them bright, yet make them willing. 
Let them look both kind and killing. 

Next, draw her forehead ; then her nofe^ 
And lips juft openijlg, that difcloie 

Tecdi 
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THE PICTURE. 43 

Teeth Co bright, and breath fo fwcct, 
So much beauty, fo much wit. 
To our very foul they fhrike^ 
All our fenfes pleas'd alike. 

But fo pure a white and red, 
N^ver, never, can be faid : 
What are words in fuch a cafe ^ 
What is paint to fuch a face ? 
How ihould either art avail us ? 
Fancy here itfclf muftfail us. 

In her looks, and in her mien. 
Such a graceful air is (een, 
That if you, with all your art. 
Can but reach the fmalleft part i 
Next to her, the matchlefs fhe. 
We ihall wonder moft at thee. 

Then her neck, and breafts, and halr^ 

And her but my charming fair 

Does in a thoufand things excel. 
Which I rauft not, dare not tell. 

How go on then ? Oh ! I fee 
A lovely Venus drawn by thee; 
Oh how fair ihe does appear ! 
Touch it only here aad there. 
Make her yet feem more divine. 
Your Venus then may look like mine, 
Whofc bright form if once you faw. 
You by her would Venus draw. 
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On Don Alonzo's being killed in Portugal, upon 
Account of the Infanta, in the Year i683, 

TN fuch a caufe no Mufe rfiould iPail 

To bear a mournful part ; 
•Tis juft and noble to bewail 
The fate of fallen defert. 

In vain ambitious hopes defign'd 

To niake his foul afpire, 
if love and beauty had not join*d. 

To raife a brighter fire. 

Amidft fo many dangerous foes ^ 

How weak the wifeft prove ! 
Reafon itfelf would fcarce oppole. 

And feems agreed with love. 

If from the glorious height he falls. 

He greatly daring dies ; 
Or mounting where bright beauty calls. 

An empire is the prize. . 

THE SURPRIZE. 

•Q* AFELY perhaps dull crowds admire 5 
*^ But I, alas ! am all on fire. 

Like him who thought in childhood paft 
^hat djre difeafe which kill 'd at lail. 



THESURPRIZE. ^^ 

1 durfthave fwom I lov*d before, 
And fancy'd all the danger o'er ,• 
Had felt the pangs of jealous pain, 
And borne the blails of cold difdain $ 
Then reap'd at length the mighty gains. 
That full reward of all our pains ! 

But what was all fuch grief or joy, 
That did my hcedlefs cars employ ? 
Mere dreams of feign*d fantaftic powers. 
But the difeafe of idle hours ; 
Amufement, humour, affe6lationJ 
Compar'd with this fublimer paflion, 
Whofe raptures, bright as thofe above, 
Outfhincthe flames of zeal or. love. 

Yet think not, faireft, what I fing, 
Can from a love platonic fpring ; 

That formal foftnefs (falfe and vain) ^ . 

Not of the heart, but of the brain. 
Thou art indeed above all nature ; 
But I, a wretched human creature. 
Wanting thy gentle generous aid, 
Ofhufband, rivals, friends afraid! 
Amidfl all this feraphic fire. 
Am almoft dying with defife. 
With eager wilhcs, ardent thoughts, 
Prone to commit love's wildeft faults ! 
And (as we are on Sundays told 
The lufty patriarch did of old) 
Would force a blcfling from thofe charms. 
And graip an angel in my arms. 
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A DIALOGUE, 

SUNG ON THE STAGE, 

BETWEEN AN ELDERLY SHEPHERD, AND 
A VERY YOUNG NYMPH. 

SHEPHERD. 

"D R I6HT and blooming as the ipring, 
•*-^ Univcrfal love infpiring ; 
All our fwains thy praifes fing. 

Ever gazing and admiring. 

NYMPH. 
Praifes in {6 high a ftrain. 

And by fuch a ihepherd Tung, 
Are enough to make me vain. 

Yet £o harmlefs and Co young* 

SHEPHERD. 

1 fhould have de^air'd among 

Rivals that appear fo gayly : 
But your eyes have made me young, • 

By their fmillng on me daily. 

NYMP H, 

Idle boys admire us blindly, 

Are inconftant, wild, and bold ; 
And your uflng me fo kindly 

Is a proof you are not old. 

S REP'* 
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SHEPHERD. 

With thy pleating voice and faihiony 

With thy humour and thy youth, 
Chear my foul, and crown my paflion : 

Oh ! reward my love and tnith. 

NYMPH. 

With thy careful arts to cover 

That which fools will count a fault, 
Trneft friend as well as lover, 

Oh ! dcferve fo kind a thought. 

EACH APART FIRST, AND THEN BOTH TOGETHER. 
Happy we fhall lie poffclfing, 

Folded in each other's arms. 
Love and Nature's chiefeft bleffing 

In the dill incrcafing charms. 

So the deareft joys of loving. 

Which fcarce heaven can go beyond. 
We *11 be every day improving, 

SHEPHERD. 

You more fair, and I more fond. 

NYMPH. 

I more fair, and you more fond. 

On One who died difcovering her Kindnefit 

SOME vex their fouls with jealous pain. 
While others (ighfor cold difdain : 
Love's various flavcs we daily fee ! 
Yet happy all| compar'd with me. 

01 
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Of all mankind, I lov'd the bcft 

A nymph fo far above .the reft, 

That we outfhin'd the bleft above, 

In beauty fhe, and I in love. 

And therefore they who could not bear 

To be outdone by mortals here, 

Among themfelves have plac'd her now. 

And left me wretched here below. 

All other fate I could have borne, 

Aijd ev'n endured her very fcorn ; 

But oh ! thus all at once to find 

That dread account 1 both dead and kind ! 

What heart can hold ! if yet I live, 

*Tis but to ihew how much I grieve. 

ON LUQINDA'S DEATH* 

/^ O ME all ye doleful, difmal cares, • 
^^ That ever haunted guilty mind ! 
The pangs of love when it delpairs, 

And all thofe ftings the jealous find s 
Alas ! heart-breaking though yc be. 
Yet welcome, welcome all to me ! 
Who now have loft— but oh ! how much ? 

No language, . nothing can exprefs, . 
Except my grief ! for flic was fuch. 

That praifes would but make her lefs. 
Yet who can ever dare to raife 
Mu> voice on her, unlefs to praife ? 
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Free from her fex's fmalteft fiaults. 

And fair as womankind can be : 
Tender and warm as lover's thoughts^ 

Yet cold to all the world but me. 
Of all this nbthing now remains. 
But only fighs and cndiefs pains ! 

TO A 

LADY RETIRING INTO A MONASTERY, 

WHAT breaft but yonrs can hold the double fire 
Of fiierce devotion, and of fond deiire } 
Lore would ihine forth, were not your zeal (b bright 
Whole glaring flames eelipTe his gentler light : 
Left ieems the faith that mountains can remove. 
Than diis which triumphs over youth and love. 

But ihali fome threatening pried divide us two > 
What worfc than that could all his curfes do ? 
Thus with a fright fome have refign'd their breath. 
And pporly dy*d, only for fear of death. 

Heaven (ees our paifions with indulgence ftill* 
And they who lov*d well, can do nothing ill. 
While to us nothing but ourfblves is d^r, ^ 

Should -the world frovVn, yet what have we to fear ? 
Fame, wealth, and power, thole high-priz'd gifts of fate. 
The low concerns t)f a kfs happy ftate. 
Are far beneath us : fortune's felf may take 
Her aim at us^ yet no impreffioa make s 
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Juft Aich a bright »nd beauteous form appears. 
The monAers vanifh, and with them my fears. 
The faircft fliape was then before me brought. 
That eyes e'er faw, or fancy ever thought ; 
How weak are words to fliew fuch excellence. 
Which ev'n confounds the foul, as well as fcnfe f 
And, while our eyes tranfporting plcafure End, 
It flops not here, bul ftrikes tlic very mind. 
Some angel fpeaks her praife ; no human tongue. 
But with its utmoft art muft do her wrong. 
The only woman that has power to kill. 
And yet is good enough to want the will ; 
Who needs no foft alluring words repeat, 
Nor fludy'd looks of languifhing deceit. 

Fantafttc beauty, always in the wrong. 
Still thinks fome pride muft to its power belong » 
An air aflc£led, and an haughty mcin, 
Something that fecms to (ay, I would be feen. 
But of all womankind this only ihe^ 
Full of its charms, and from its frailty free, 
Defenres (bme nobler Mule her fame to raife. 
By making the whole fex befide her pyramid of praiie. 
She, ihe appeared the (burce of all my joys. 
The deai-eft care that all my thought employs : 
Gently ihe look'd, as whoi I left her lafl. 
When firil fhe feiz'd my heart, and held it faft : 
When, if my vows, alas ! were made too late, 
I faw my doom came not from her, but fate. 
With pity then ihe eas'd my raging pain. 
And her kind eyes could fcarce from tears refrain : 

Whj 
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Why, gentle fwaia, faid fhc, why do you griev« 
In words I (hould not hear, much lefs belief f 
I gaze on that which is a feult to mind, 
And ought to fly the danger which I find : 
Of fialfe mankind though you may be the htAj 
Ye all have robb'd poor women of their reft. 
I fee your pain, and fee it too with grief, 
Becaufe I would, yet muft not, give relief. 
Thus, for a huiband's fake as well as yours^ 
My fcsupulous foul divided pain endures $ 
Guilty, alas ! to both : for thus I do 
Too much for him, yet not enough for you, 
Gire over then, give over, haplefs fwain, 
A paiBon moving, but a pailion vain : 
Not chance nor time (hall ever change my tliought : 
'Tis better much to die, than do a fault. 

Oh, worie than ever ! Is it then my doom 
Juft to fee heaven, where I muft never come ? 
Your foft compaflion, if not fomething more j 
Yet I remain as wretched as before ; 
The wind indeed is fair, but ah ! no light oi ihore. 
Farewell, too fcrupulous fair-one j oh! farewell; 
What torments I end n re, no tongue can tell : 
Thank heaven, my fate tianfports me now where I, 
Your martyr, may with eafc and fafety die. 

With that I kneel'd, and feiz'd her trembling hand, 
While (he irapos'd this cruel kind command :^ 
Live, and love on j you wi41 be true, I know'; 
But live then, and come back to tell me fb ; 

E 3 ¥<» 
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For though 1 bluih at this laft guilty breath, 
I can endure that better than your death. 

Tormenting kind ncfs ! barbarous reprieve? 
Condcmn'd to die, and yet compel I'd to live ! 

This tender fcenc my dream repeated o'er, 
Juft as it pafs'd in real truth before. 
Mcihought I then fell groveling to the ground. 
Till, on a fudden raised, I wondering found 
A Ihange appearance all in taintlefs white ; 
His form gave reverence, and his face delight : 
Goodnefs and vircatnefs in his eyes were feen. 
Gentle his look, and affable his mein. 
A kindly notice of me thus he took : 
♦* What mean thcfe flowing eyes, this ghaftly look ! 
*• Theie trembling joints, this looT: dilhevel'd hair, 
«• And this cold dew, the drops of deep dcfpair r" 

With grief and wonder firft my (pints faint. 
But thus at laft I vented my complaint : 
Behold a wretch whom cruel fate has found. 
And in th^ depth of all misfortune drown'd. 
There fhines a nymph, to whom an envy'd Avain 
Is ty'd in Hymen's ceremonious chain ; 
But, cloy'd with charms of fuch a marriage-bed. 
And fed with nanna, yet he longs for bread ; 
And will, moft huiband-like, not only range 
For love perhaps of nothing clfc but change. 
But to inferior beauty proftiate lies, 
And courts her love in icom of Flavians eyes. 

All this I knew (the form divine reply 'd) 
And diid but aik to have thy temper try'd, 
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Which prove finccre. Of both I know the mind » 

She is loo fcrupulous^ and thou too kind i 

But fincc thy fatal love 's for ever fixM, 

Whatever time or abfcace comt betwUt ; 

Since thy fond heart ev'n her difdain prefers 

To others love, I *11 fomctluDg foften hers: 

Elfe in the fearch of virtue Ihe may ftray | 

Well-meaning mortals ihould not lofe their way* 

She nov^r indeed fms on the fafer fide. 

For hearts too looie are never to be ty*d » . 

But no extremes arc cither good or wife. 

And in the midll alone true virtue lies. 

When roarriagc-vows unite an equal pair, 

'Tis a mere contract made by human care, 

By which they both arc for convenience ty'd, 

The bridegroom yet more ftriftly than die brid'J ; 

For circumilances alter every ill, 

And woman meets with mofl temptation fiill ; 

She a forfakcn bed niuft often bear. 

While he tan never fail to find her there, 

And therefore lefs excused to range elfewh'ere. 

Yet this ihe ought to fuficr, and fubrait : 

But when no longer for eich other fit. 

If ufage bafe (hall juft refentment move, 

Or, what is worfe, affronts of wandering love f 

No obligation after that remains, 

'Tis mean, not jud, to wear a rival's chains. 

Yet decency requires the wonted cares 
Of intcrdli children, and remote afiairs ; 

£ 4 ^MX 
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But in her love, that dear concern of life, 
She all the vrhile may be another's wife : 
Heaven, tiiat beholds her wrong'd and widow'd bed. 
Permits a lover in her huftand's ftead. 

I flung me at his feet, hit robes would kifs, 
And cry'd— Ev'n our bale world is juft in diis; 
Amidll our cenfures, love we gently blame. 
And love fbmetimes preferves a female fame. 
What tie kTs ftrong can woman's will reftrain > 
When honour checks, and confcience pleads in vain i 
When parents threats andfiriendt perfualions fail, 
When intereft and ambition fcarce prevail, 
To bound that fcx when nothing elie can move. 
They '11 live referv'd, to pleafe the man they love I 

The fplrit then reply'd to all I (aid, 
She may be kind, but not till thou art dead ; 
Bewail thy memory, bemoan diy fate : 
Then Gm will love, when 'tis, alas ! too late : 
Of all thy pains fhe will no pity have, 
' Till fad defpair has fent thee to the grave. 

Amaz*d, I wak'd in hafte. 

All trembling at my doom ; 
Dreams oft' repeat adventures paft. 

And tell our ills to come. 
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HELEN TO PARIS. 
FROM OVID. 

TRANSLATED BY THE EARL OF MULCRAVH^ . 
* AND MR. DRYDEN. 

Xjkf HEN loofe qtiftles violate chafie eyes, 
^^ She half confents, who filently denies % 
(low dares a ftranger, with designs fo vain, 
IVfarriage and hoipitable rights profane ? 
Was it for this jour fate did Ihelter find 
Prom fwelling feas and every faithlefs wind } 
[For though a diflant country brought you forth^ 
STour ufage here was equal to your worth.) 
Does this deferve to be rewarded fo 1 
Did you come here a Granger , or a foe ? 
four partial judgment may pertiaps complain^ 
Vnd think me barbarous for my juft difdain ; 
11-bred then let me be, but not unchafie, 
Iqt my clear ^me with any fpot defac'd. 
i^hongh in my face there 's no afle^ked frowny 
lor in my carriage a feign'd nicenefs {hown, 
keep ray honour dill without a flain, 
for has my love made any coxcomb vain. 
our boldnefs I with admiration fee : 
/hat hope had you to gain a queen like me? 
ccaufe a hero forced me once away, 
in I thought fit to be a fecond prey ? 
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Had I been won, I had defci vM your blame, 
But fure my part was nothing but the fliame j 
Yet tKe bafe theft to him no fruit did bear, 
I *fcap*d unhurt by any thing bi^t-fear-: 
Rude force might fome unwilling kilTcs gain, 
Bucthatwas all he ever could obtain. 
Ypu on fuch terms would ne'er have let me ^19; 
Were he like you, we had not parted ih. 
Untouched the youth reftor*d me to my fiiends. 
And modeft u&ge made me fome amends. 
•Tis virtue to repent a vicious deed : 
Did he repent, that Paris might fucceed ? 
Sure *tis fome fate that fets me above wroags, 
Yet ftill cxpofes me to bufy tongues. 
I *ll not complain, for who 's difpleas'd with love^ 
If it fmcere, difcreet, and conftant prove ? 
But that I fear— not that I think you bafe. 
Or doubt the blooming beauties of my face 5 
But all your fex i^ fubjeft to deceive. 
And ours, alas ! too willing to believe. 
Yet others yield, and love o'ercomes the heft- 
But why fhould I not (hine above the reft ? 
Fair Leda's ftory feems at firft to be 
A fit example ready found for me : 
But {he was couzen'd by a borrow'd fhapci 
And under harnriefs feathers felt a rape : 
If I Ihould yield, what reafon could I ufc ? 
By what miftake the loving crime excufe j 
Her fault was in her powerful lover loft ; 
-But o£ what Jupiter have I to boaft ? 
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Though you to heroes and to kings fuccccd, ' * 

Our famous race does no addition need ; 

And great alliances but ufelcfs proye 

To one that fprings hcrfclf from mighty Jove, 

Co then and boaft in fome lefs haughty place 

Your Phrygian blood, and Priam's ancient race. 

Which I would Ihew I valued, if I durll ; 

You are the fifth from Jove, but I the firft. 

The crown of Troy is powerful, I confefs. 

But I have rcafon to think ours no lefs. 

Your letter, fiU'd with promiies of all 

That men can good, and women pleafant call. 

Gives expc£btion fuch an ample field 

As would move goddeiTes themfelves to yield : 

But, if I €'er ofiend great Juno's laws, 

Yourfelf fhall be the dear, the only caufe ; 

Either my honour I'll to death maintain. 

Or follow you without mean thoughts of gain : 

Not that fo f^r a prefent I defpife ; 

We like the gift, when we the giver prize ; 

But 'tis your love moves nac, which made you take 

Such pains, and run fuch hazards for my fake. 

I have perceivM (though I diffembled too) 

A thoufand things that love has made you do : 

Your eager eyes would almoft dazzle mine. 

In which, (wild roan!) your wanton thoughts would 

ihinc. *• 

Sometimes you 'd figh, fometimes diforder'd ftand. 
And with unufual ardour preis my hand; 
Contrive jull after me to take the glafs. 
Nor would you let the icafl occafioa pafs \ 
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ivhich oft' J fcur'd I did not mind alone. 
And biuihing fat for things which you have done ; 
Then murmurM to myielf. He *ll for my fake 
Do any thing, I hope 'twat no miftake. 
Oft have I read widiin this plea&nt grove, 
Under my name, tbefe charming words, Hove. 
I, frowning, ieem'd not to believe your flame> 
But now, alas ! am come to write the lame. 
If I were capable to do amtfs, 
I could not but hfi (enfible of this. 
For, oh ! your face has fuch peculiar charms. 
That who can hold from flying to your arms ! 
But what I ne'er can have without offence, 
May fbmebleft maid poflfefs with innocence. 
Fleafure may tempt, but virtue more ihould nu}ve ; 
Oh ! learn of .me to want the thing you love^ 
What you defire is fought by all mankind ; 
As you have eyes, fo others are not blind : 
Lake you they (ee, like you my charms adore ; 
They wiih not lefs, but you dare venture more. 
Oh ! had you then upon our coafts been brought, 
'My virgin love when thoufand rivals /bught. 
You had I feen, you ihould have had my voice, 
Nor could my huiband }u(Uy blame my choice. 
For both 6ur hopes, alas ! you came too late. 
Another now is mafter of my fate : 
More to my wifli I could have liv'd with you. 
And yet my prefent lot can undergo. 
Ceafe to folicit a weak woman's will. 
And urge not her you love to Co mmch ill ; 

But 
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But let me live contented as I may, "^ 

And make not my unipotted hxoc your prey t 
Some right you claim, ftnce naked to your eyes 
Three goddefles diiputed beauty's priae : 
One oflfer'd valour, t' oiher crowns i but ibe 
Obtain'd her cauie, who fmiling promis'd me. 
But, firft, I am not of belief fo li^y 
To think fuch nymphs would fliew you fuch a fight : 
Yet, granting this, the other part is feign'd, 
A bribe fo mean your fentence had not gain'd. 
With partial eyes I ibould myielf regard. 
To think that Venus made me her reward { - 
I humbly am content with human pnufe, 
A goddcfs's applauie would envy raife : 
But be it as you fay ; for 'tis confe^ 
The men who flatter higheft pleaie us befti 
That I fufpedb it ought not to dKpleaie, 
Por miracles are not believ'd with eafe. 
One joy I have, that I had Venus' T6tce § 
A greater yet, that you conErm'd her choice | 
That proffer'd laurels, promised ibvereignty, 
Juno and Pallas, you contemn 'd for me. 
Am I your empire then, and your renown ? 
WHiat heart of rock but muft by this be won f 
And yet bear witnefs, O ye powers above. 
How rude I am in all the arts of love ! 
My hand is yet untaught to write to men. 
This is th' eflay of my unpradis'd pen t 
Happy thofe nymphs whom ufe has peifaft made, 
I think all crimei and tremble at a &ade ; 
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Ev'n while I write,, my fearful confqious eyes 
L.ook often back, miiUoubting a furprize : 
For uQw the rumour fpreads among the croud. 
At court in whiipers, but in town aloud, 
l^iflemble you, whate'er you hear them fay : 
To leave oflF loving were your better way ; 
Yet, if you will dilTemble it, you may. 
Ia^c fecretly: theabfence of my lord 
More freedom gives, but does not all afford : 
Long is his journey, long will be his flay, 
Call'd by affairs of confequence away : 
To go or HQt, when iinrefolvM he Hood, 
I bid him niake what fwift return he could : 
Then killing mc, he faid, I recommend 
All to thy care, but moft my Trojan friend. 
I fmird at what he innocently faid. 
And only anfwer'd. You fhall be obey'd. 
Propitious winds have borne him far from hence^ 
But let not this fecure your confidence ; 
Abfent hf is, yet abfent he commands : 
You know the proverb, ** Princes have long hands.'* 
My fame 's my burden, for the more I 'm prais'd 
A jufter git>und of jealoufy is rais'd : 
Were I leTs fair, I might have been more bleft. 
Great beauty through great danger is poffeft. 
To leave me here, his venture was not hard, 
Becaufe he thought my virtue was my guard : 
He fcar'd my face, but trufted to my life. 
The bea^ity doubted, but believ'd the wife. 

* You 
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You bid mc ufc th* occafioa. while I caa, 
Put in our hands by the good cafy man. 
I would, and yet I doubt *twixt love and fear; 
One draws me from you, and one brings me ncar« 
Our flames are mutual, and my hufband *8 gone t 
The night* arc longi I fear to lie alone ; 
One houfe contains us, and weak walls divide^ 
And you 'ue too preifing to be long deny*d. 
Let me not live, but every thing conspires 
To join our loves, and yet my fear retires. 
You court with words, when you ihould force employV 
A rape is rcquifite to iharoe-fac*d joy : 
Indulgent to the wrongs which we receive. 
Our fex can fufTer what we dare not give. 
What .have I faid ! for both of us 't were beft. 
Our kindling fire if each of us fuppreft. 
The faith of Grangers is too prone to change. 
And, like themfclves, their wandering paifions range. 
Hypfipyla, and the fond Minoian maid. 
Were both by trufting of their gueft betray'd : 
Kow can I doubt that other men deceive, 
When yov youHielf did fair Oenone leave ? 
But, left I fliould upbraid your treachery^ 
You make a ment of that crime to me. 
You grant you were to faithful love inclined. 
Your weary Xi^j^^s wait but for a wind. 
Should you prevail, while I affign the night, 
Yourfiuls are hoifled, and you take your flight ; 
Some bawling mariner our love defln>ys» 
An4 breaks afunder our unfinilh'd joys. 
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But I with yon may leave the Spartan port. 
To view the Trojan wealth and Priam's court. 
Shown while I fee, I fhali expofe my fame. 
And fill a foreign country with my fhame. 
In Afia what reception fhali I find ? 
And what diihonour leave in Greece behind ? 
What will your brothers, Priam, Hecuba, 
And what will all your modeil matrons iky } 
£v'n you, when on diis a£tion you reflect. 
My future condud juftly may fufpe^^ ; 
And whate'cr ftrangcr lands upon your coaft. 
Conclude me, by your own example, loft. 
I, from your rage, a ftrumpet's name Aall hear. 
While you forget what part in it you bear : 
You, my crime's author, will my crime upbraid : 
Deep under ground, ohl let me firft be laid ! 
You boaft the pomp and plenty of your land. 
And promift all ihall be at my command : 
Your Trojan wealth, believe me, I defpife j 
. My own poor native land has dearer ties. 
Should I be in)ur*d on your Phrygian ihore. 
What help of kindred could I there implore ? 
Medea was by Jafon's flattery won i 
1 may, like her, believe and be undone. 
Plain honefl hearts, like mine, furpe6^ no cheat. 
And love contributes to its own deceit. 
The (hips, about whofe fides loud tempefts roar. 
With gentle winds were wafted from^the (hore; 
Your teeming m6tber dreamt a flaming brand. 
Sprung from bcj^svomb, cbnfum'd the Tiojan land r 

To 
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To fecond this, old prophecies confpire, 
That Ilium (hall be burnt with Grecian fire r 
Bodi give me fear, nor is it much allay 'd. 
That Venus is obliged our loves to aid. 
For they who loft their caufe, revenge will take. 
And for one friend two enemies you make. 
Nor can I doubt but, ihould I follow you. 
The (word would ibon our fatal crime purfue t 
A wrong Co great my huiband's rage would rouze. 
And my relations would his caufe efpoule. 
You boaft your ftrength and courage ; but, alas ! 
Your words receive fmajl credit from your face. 
Let heroes in the dufty field delight, 
Thofe limbs were fafliion'd for another fight. 
Bid He£i:or fally from the walls of Troy ; 
A fwceter quarrel ihould your arms employ- 
Yet fears like thefe fhould not itiy mind peiplex. 
Were I as wife as many of my fcx : 
But time and you may bolder thoughts infpirc; 
And I, perhaps, may yield to your defire. 
You laft demand a private conference : 
Thefe are your words ; but I can guefs your fcnfe* 
Your unripe hopes their harveft muft attend : 
Bfi rul'd by rae, and Time may be your friend. 
This is enough to let yoa underftand. 
For now my pen has tir'd my tender hand ; 
My woman knows the fecret of my heart. 
And may hereafter better news impart. 
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PART OF THE STORY 

o F 

ORPHEUS, 

BEING A TRANSLATION OUT OF THE FOURTH 
BOOK OF. VIRGIL'S GEORGIC. 

""P'l S not for nothing when juft heaven does frown; 

•*• The injur'd Orpheus calls thcfc judgments down; 
Whofc fpoufc, avoiding to become thy prey, 
And all his joys at once were fnatch'd away ; 
The nymph, fore-doom'd that fatal way to pafs, 
Spy'd not the fcrpent lurking in the grals : 
A moufnful cry thefpacious valley fills, 
With echoing groans from all the neighbouring hill$ j 
The Dryadcs roar out in deep defpair. 
And with united voice bewail the fair. 

For fuch a lofs he fought no vain relief. 
But with his lute indulged the tender grief; 
Along the fhore he oft* would wildly ftray. 
With doleful notes begin and end the day. 
At length to hell a frightful journey made, 
Pafs'd the wide-gaping gulph and difmal fhade | 
Vifits the ghofts, and. to that king repairs 
Whofe heart 's inflexible to human prayers. 
All hell is ravilh'd with fo fwcct a fongi 
Light fouls and airy fpirits glide along 
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In troops, like millions of the feather'd kind, 
Driven home by night, or fome tempcfluous wind : 
Matrons and men, raw youths and unripe maids 5 
And mighty heroes' more majellic fliades ; 
And fans entomb'd before their parents face ; 
Thefc the black waves of bounding Styx embrace 
Nine times circumfluent; clogg'd with noifome weeds. 
And all that tilth which Handing water breeds. 
AmaiSment reach'd cv'n the deep caves of death j 
The filters with blue fnaky curls took breath j 
Ixion's wheel awhile unmovM rcraain'd, 
And the fierce dog his three-mouth'd voice reffrain'd. 

When fafc rcturnM, and all thcfe dangers paft, 
HI 6 wife, redor'd to breathe frefn air at laft. 
Following (for fo Proferpina was pleas'd) 
A fuddcn rage th' unwary lover feiz'd, 
He, as the fidt bright glimpfe of day-li 
Could not refrain to caft one look behind j 
A fault of love ! could hell compalTion 
A dreadful found thrice lliook the Stygian coaft, 
His hopes quite fled, and all his labour loft ! 
Why haft thou thus undone thyfclf and me i 
What rage is this ? oh, I am fnatch'd from thee ! 
(She faintly cry*d) Night and the powers of hell 
Surround my fight ; oh, Orpheus ! oh, fare>yeir! 
My hands ftretch forth to reach thee as before;. 
But all in vain, for I am thine no more ;- 
No more allow'd to view thy face, or day !— 
Then from his eyes, like fmoke, fl^e fleets away, 

F z Much 
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Much he would fain have fpoke : but fate, alas ! 

Would ne'er again confent to let him pafs. 

Thus twice undone, what courfe remain 'd to take. 

To gain her back, already pafs'd the lake ? 

What tears, what patience, could procure him caic ? 

Or, ah ! what vows the angry powers appcafe ? 

'Tis faid, he feven long moons bewail'd his lofs 

To bleak and barren rocks, on whofe cold mofs, ^ 

While languifhing he fung his fatal flame. 

He mov'd ev'n trees, and made fierce tigers tame. 

So the fad nightingale, when childlefs made 
Bjfome rough fwain whoftole her young away. 

Bewails her lofs beneath a poplar (hade. 
Mourns all the nrght, in murmurs waives the day ; 
Her melting fongs a doleful pleafurc yield. 
And melancholy tnufic fills the field. 

Marriage nor love could ever move his mind ; 
Sut all alone, beat by the northern wind. 
Shivering on Tanais* banks the bard remain'd^ 
And of the god's unfruitful gift complained. 
Circonian dames, enrag'd to be deipis'd. 
As they the feaft of Bacchus folemniz'd. 
Slew the poor youth, and flrewM about his limbs ; 
Jlis heady torn o£P from the fair body, fwims 
Down that fwift current where the Heber flows^ 
And flill its toogue in doleful accents goes. 
Ah, poor Eurydice ! he dying cry'd | 
Eurydice reibundsfrcnn ereiy fide. 
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ESSAY ONPOETRY*. 

/^ F all thofc arts in which the wife excels 
^^ Nature's chief mafter-piece is writing well : 
No writing lifts exalted man fo high, 
As facred and foul -moving poefy : 
No kind of work requires fo nice a touch, 
And, if well finilhM, nothing (hines fo much. 
But heaven forbid we (hould be fo profane, 
To grace the vulgar with that noble name. 
'Tis not a flafh of fancy, which fometimes. 
Dazzling our minds, fets off the llighteft rhymes; 
Bright as a blare, but in a moment done : 
True wit is everlafting, like the fun, 
Which, though fometimes behind a cloud retir*d. 
Breaks out again, and is by all admirM, 
Number and rhyme, and that harmonious found. 
Which not tiie niceft ear with harihnefs wound. 
Arc neceifary, yet but vulgar art»j 
And all in -vain thefe fuperficral parts 
Contribute to the ftru6ture of the whole. 
Without a genius too j for that's the foul : < 

♦ The ** Eflay on Satire," which was written by this 
noble author and Mr. Dryden, is printed among the 
Foem« of the latter. 

Fa K%cv\ 
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A fplrit which infpires the work throughout. 

As tliat of nature moves the world about ; 

A name tliat glows amidft conceptions fit ; 

Ev*n fomething of divine, and more than wit; 

Itfclf unfcen, yet all^ things by it fhown, 

Defcribing all men, "but dcfcrib'd by none. 

Where doll thou dwell ? what caverns of the braint 

Can luch a vaft and mighty thing contain ? 

Wlitn I, at vacant hours, in vain thy abfence mourn. 

Oh ! where dofl thou retire ? and why doft thou rctarn^ 

Sometimes with powerful charms to hurry me away, 

Fi om pleafures of the night, and bufmefs of the day ? 

Ev'n now, too far tranfpoited, I am fain 

To check thy courfe, and ufc the needful rein. 

As all is dulncls, when the fancy's bad ; 

So, without judgment, fancy is but mad :. 

And judgment has a boundlefs influence 

Not only in the choice of words, or fenfc. 

But on tlie world, on manners, and on men ; 

Fiincy is but the fer.ther of the pen ; 

Rcar)n is th:U fubttantial ufcful part. 

Which gains the head, while t' other wins the heart. 

Hcic i iiiall all the various forts of verfe, 
And tile whole art of poetry rehearfe; 
But who that tufk would after Horace do ? 
The bcft of maftcrs, and examples too ! 
Echoes at bell, all we can fay is vain j 
Dull the dcfign, and fiuitlcl!. were the pain. 
'Ti^ trie, the ancients wc may lobwith eafe ; 
But whc with that me;m ib\f c hvmtclf can plcafc, 
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Without an aftor's pride ? A player's art 
Is above his, who writes a borrow'd "part. 
Yet modem laws are made for later faults. 
And new abfurdities infpire new thoughts j 
What need has fatire then to live on theft, 
When fo much frefh occaAon ftill is left ? 
Fertile our foil, and full of rank eft weeds. 
And monfters worfe than c\'er Nilus breeds. 
But hold, the fools (hall have no caufe to fear ; 
'Tis wit and fenfe that is the fubjcft here : 
Dcfcfts of witty men dcfcrve a cure. 
And thofe who are fo, will ev'n this endure. 

Firft then, of Songs ; which now fo much abound, 
W'thout his fong no fop is to be found ; 
A moft oflcnfive weapon, which he draws 
On all he meets, againft Apollo's laws. 
Though nothing feems more eafy, yet no part 
Of poetry requires a nicer art ; 
For as in rows of richeft pearl there lies 
Many a blemifh that efcapes our eyes. 
The leaft of which defefls is plainlv fhown 
In ofte fmall ring, and brings the value down r 
So fongs fliould be to juft pcrfe6lion wrought j 
Yet where can one be fcen without a fault ? 
Exa61: propriety of words and thought j 
Expreflion eafy, and the fancy high ; 
Yet that not fecm to creep, nor this to fly; 
ICo words tranfpos'd, but in fuch order all. 
As wrought with care, yet (ccm by chance to- fall. 
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Here, as in all things elfe, is moft unfit, 
Bare ribaldry, that poor pretence to wit ; 
Such naufeous fongs by a late author * made. 
Call an unwilling cenfure on his ihade. 
Not that warm thoughts of the tranfporting joy 
Can (hock the chafteft, or the meed cloy ; 
But words obfcene, too grofs to move defire^ 
Like heaps of fuel, only choke the fire. 
On other themes he well deferves our praife ; 
But palls that appetite he meant to raife. 

Next, Elegy, of fweet, but folemn voice. 
And of a fubje6b grave, cxafts the choice ; 
The praife of beauty, valour, wit contains ; 
And there too oft' dcfpairing love complains : 
In vain, alas ! for who by wit is raov*d ? 
That phoenix-fhe deferves to be belov'd ; 
But noify nonfenfe, and fuch fops as vex 
Mankind, take moft with that fantaftic fex. 
This to the praife of thofe who better knew ; 
The many raife the Value of the few. 
But here (asall our fex too oft' have try'd) 
Women have drawn my wandering thoughts afide. 
Their greateft fault, who in this kind have writ. 
Is not defe6l in words, or want of wit ; 
But fhould this Mufe harmonious numbers yield. 
And every couplet be with fancy fiU'd ; 

* The Earl of Rochefter.— It may be obferved, how- 
ever, that many of the worft fongs afcribcd to this 
ooblemska were fpiuious. N. 

If 
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If yet a juft coherence be not made 
Between each thought ; and the whole model laid 
So right, that every line may higher rife. 
Like goodly mountains, till they reach the (kies : 
Such trifles may perhaps of late have paft, 
And may be lik'd awhile, but never laft ; 
*Tis epigram, 'tis point, 'tis what "you will. 
But not an elegy, nor writ with fkill. 
No * Panegyrick, nor a f Cooper's -Hill. 

A higher flight, and of a happier force, 
Arc Odc« : the Mufcs* mod unruly horfc, 
That bounds fo flerc«^ the rider has no reft. 
Here foams at mouth, and moves like one poffefsM. 
The poet here muft be indeed inljjir'd. 
With fury too, as well as fancy fir'd. 
Cowley might boall to have performed this part. 
Had he with nature join'd the rule^ of art ; 
But fometimes di6i:ion mean, orverfe ill-wrought^ 
Deadens, or clouds, his noble iirame of thought. 
Though all appear in heat and fury done. 
The language dill muft foft and cafy run. 
Thefe laws may found a little too fevere ; 
But judgment yields, and fancy governs here. 
Which, though extravagant, this Mufe allows. 
And makes the work much eafler than it (hows. 

Of all the ways that wifeft men could find 
To mend the age, and mortify mankind. 
Satire well-writ has moft fuccefsful prov*d. 
And cures, becaufe the remedy is lov*d« 
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*Tis hard to write on fuch a fubjeft more, 
Without repeating things faid oft' before : 
Some vulgar errors only wc 'II remove, 
That ftain a beauty which we fo much love. 
Of chofcn words fome take not care enough. 
And think they fhould be as the fubjedb rough s 
TTiis poem nruft be more cxa6lly made. 
And (liarpcfl thoughts in fmootheft words conveyed. 
Some think, if fliarp enough, they cannot fail. 
As if their only buiinef? was to rail : 
But human frailty nicely to unfold, 
Dtftinguilhes a fatyr from a fcold.- 
Rage yau muft hide, and prejudice lay down; 
A (atyr 's fmile is fhai-per than his frown j 
So while you fcem to flight feme rival youth, 
Malice itfclf may pafs fometimes for truth. 
The Laureat * here may juftly claim our praife, 
Crown'd by Mack-Flcckno f with immortal bays ;. 
Yet once his Pcgafus J has borne dead weight, 
Rid by feme himpifh miniftcr of ftate. 

Here reft, my Mufc. fulpcnd thy cares awhile^ 
A more important talk attends thy toil. 
As fome young eagle, that defigns to fly 
A long unwonted journey through the Iky, 
Weighs all the dangerous eiiteiprize before. 
O'er what wide lands and feas flic is to foar^ 

* Mr. Dryden. 

+ A famous fatirfcal Poem of his. 

J A poem cail'd The Hind and Panther. 

• Doubts 
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Doubts her own ftrength fo far, and jufrly fears 
The lofty road of airy travellers i 
But yet incited byfomebold dcfign, 
That does her ho|)es beyond her fears incline. 
Prunes every feather, views herfcif with care. 
At lalt, relblv'd, (he cleaves the yielding air | 
Away Ihe fiics, {o ftrong, fo high, {o faft, 
She leflens to us, and is loft at lafl : 
So (though too weak for fuch a weighty thing) 
The Mufe infpires a iharpcr note to fing. 
And why (hould truth offend,* when only told 
To guide the ignorant, and warn the bold ? 
On then, my Mufe, adventuroufly engage 
To give inllrutlions that concern the Stage. 

The unities of aftion, time, and place, 
Which, if obferv'd, give plays fo great a grace, 
Arc, though but little praftisi'd, too well knowa 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From nicer faults to purge the prefent age, 
Lefs obvious errors of theEnglilh rtage. 

Firftthen, Soliloquies had need be few. 
Extremely (hort, and fpokc in palfion too. 
Our lovers talking to thcmlclves, for want 
Of others, make the pit their confidant j 
Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 
They truft a friend, only to ttU it us ; 
Th' occafion fliould as naturally fall. 
As when BcUario* confclies all. 

♦ In Philaftcr, a play of Beaumont aivd ¥\tXt\\w. 
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Figures of fpeech, which poets think fo fine, 
(Art's necdlefs varnifh to make nature fhine) 
All arc but paint upon a beauteous face, 
And in defcriptions oniv claim a place : 
But, t6 make rage declaim, and grief difcourfe. 
From lovers in defpair fine things to force, 
Muft needs fucceed ; for who can chufe but pity 
A dying hero, miferably witty ? 
But oh ! the Dialogues, where juft and mock 
Is held up ^ ike a reft at fhittle-cock ; 
Or elfe, like bells, eternally they chim6. 
They figh in Simile, and die in Rhyme. 
What things are thefe who would be poets thought. 
By nature not infpir'd, nor learning taught ? 
Some wit they have, and therefore may deferve 
A better courfe than this, by which they ftarve : 
But to write plays ! why, *tis a bold pretence 
To judgment, breeding, wit, and eloquence : 
Uay more ; for they muft look within, to find 
Thofe fecret turns of nature in the mind : 
Without this part, in vain would be the whole. 
And but a body all, without a foul. 
All this united yet, but makes a part 
Of Dialogue, that great and powerful art, 
Now almoft loft, which the old Grecians knew. 
From whom the Romans fainter copies drew. 
Scarce comprehended fince, but by a few. 
Plato and Lucian are the beft remains 
Of all the wondcn which this art contains; 

Yet 
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Yet to ourfclves we jufticc muft allow, 
Shakefpcare and Fletcher are the wonders now : 
Confider them, and read them o'er and o'er. 
Go fee them play'd ; then read them as before i 
For though in many things they grofsly fail, 
Over our paflions flill they fo prevail, 
That our own' grief by theirs is rock'd afleep j 
The dull are forc*d to feel, the wife to weep. 
Their beauties imitate, avoid their faults ; 
Firft, on & plot employ thy careful thoughts ; 
Turn it, with time, a thoufand feveral ways ; 
This oft*, alone, has given fuccefs to plays. 
Re}e6k that vulgar error (which appears 
So fair) of making perfe6b chara6^ers ; 
There 's no fuch thing in nature, and you *11 draw 
A faultlefs monfter which the world ne'er faw. 
Some faults muft be, that his misfortunes drew^ 
But fuch as may deferve compailion too. 
Befides the main defign composed with art. 
Each moving fcene muft he a plot apart ; 
Contrive each little turn, mark every place. 
As painters firft chalk out the future face : 
Yet be not fondly your own (lave for this. 
But change hereafter what appears amiis. 

Think not (b much where ftuning thoughts to place. 
As what a man would fay in fuch a cafe ; 
l^either in comedy will this fuffice. 
The player too muft be before your eyes ; 
And, though 'tis drudgery to ftoop fo low. 
To him you muft your fecret meaning (how. 
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Expofc no finglc fon, but lay the load 
More equally, ^nd fprcad the folly broad; 
Mere coxcombs arc too obvious ; ofc' we fee 
A fool derided by as bad as he : 
Kav/l;s fly at nobler game ; in this low way, 
A very owl mav prove a iinl of prey. 
Small poctb thus will one poor fop devour, 
But to collet, like bees, fiom every flower, 
Ingredients to compofe that precious juice. 
Which ferves the world for pleafure and for ufc. 
In fpite of hB'ion this woiild favoiiA get; 
But Falftafl*'* fands inimiiable yet. 

Another fault which often may befall. 
Is, when the wit of fome great poet fliall 
So overflow, that is, be none at all ; 
That ev'n his fooh fpeak fcnfe, as if poffeft, 
And each by inrpiiauor. l^reaks his jeft.. 
If once the juftneA cf each part be loft, 
Well rriay we laurh, bur at the poet's coft. 
That filly thing men call fheer-wit avoid. 
With whicli our age To naufeouily is cloy'd : 
Humour is all ; wit fn'.'.ild be only brought 
To turn agreeably fonic proper i!. ought. 

But fmce the poets w c of late have known. 
Shine in no drcfs fo much as in tlicir own. 
The better by example to convince, 
Caft but a view on this wrong fide of fenfc. 



* The matcMefi charadler of Shakefpcarc. 
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Firft, a foliloquy is calmly made, 
Where every reafon is exa<ft|y weigh'd ; 
Which once perform*d, moft opportunely comes 
Some hero frighted at the noife of drums ; 
For her fwcct fake, whom at firft fight he loves. 
And all in metaphor Ms paiTion proves : 
But fome fad accident, though yet unknown. 
Parting this pair, to leave the fwain alone j 
He ftitiit grows jealous, though we know not why; 
Then, to oblige his rival, needs will die : 
But firft he makes a fpeech, wherein he tells 
The ab(cnt nymph hbw much his fiame excels; 
And yet bequeaths her generoufiy now. 
To that lov'd rival whom he does not know ! 
Who ftrait appears ; but who can fate withftand } 
Too late, alas ! to hold his hafty hand. 
That juft has given himfclf the cruel ftroke ! 
At which his very rival's heart is broke : 
He, more to his new friend than miftrefs kind, 
Moft fadly mourns at being left behind, 
Of fuch a death prefers the pleafing charms 
To love, and living in a lady's arms. 
What (hameful and what monftrous things are thefe 1 
And then they rail at thofc they cannot pleafe 5 
Conclude us only partial to the dead. 
And grudge the fign of old Ben Jonfon's head | 
When the intrinfic value of the ftage 
Can fcarce be judg'd but by a following age : 
For dances, flutes, Italian fongs, and rhyme, 
IVIay keep up finking nonfenfc for a time ; 
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But that mufl fail, which now {o much o'er-rulcs^ 
And fenfe no longer will fubmit to fools. 

By painful fteps at laft we labour up 
Pamaflus* hill, on whofc bright airy top 
The Epick poets Co divinely fhow. 
And with jufl pride behold the reft below. 
Heroic poems have a juft pretence 
To be the utmoft ftretch of human fenfe ; 
A work of fuch ineftimable worth. 
There are but two the world has yet brought forth ? 
Homer and Virgil ! with what facred awe. 
Do thofe mere founds the world's attention draw ! 
Juft as a changeling feems below the left 
Of men, or rather is a two-legg'd beaft ; 
So thefe gigantic fouls amaz*d wc find 
As much above the reft of human kind ! 
Kature's whole ftrength united ! endlefs fame. 
And univerfal ihouts attend their name ! 
Read Homer once, and you can read no raore> 
For all books elfe appear (b mean, fo poor, 
Verfc will feera profe ; but ftill perfift to read. 
And Homer will be all the books you need. 
Had Boffu never writ, the world had ftill. 
Like Indians, viewM this wondrous piece of (kill ; 
As fomething of divine the work admir'd 2 
Kot hop*d to be inftru6t6d, but infpir'd : 
But he, difclofing facred myftenes. 
Has (hewn where all the mighty magic lies ; 
Defcrib'd the feeds, and in what order fown, 
T^ttu have CO fuch a Yaft proportion grown. 

Sure 
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Sure from Ibme angel he the fecret knew, 
Who through this labyrinth has lent the clue. 

But what, alas ! avails it poor mankind, 
To fee this promised land, yet ftay behind ? 
The way is (hewn, but who has ftrength to go ? 
Who can all fciences profoundly know ? 
Whofe fancy .flies beyond weak Reafon's fight. 
And yet has judgment to dircft it right ? 
Whofe juft difcernment, Virgil-like, is fuchr 
Never to (ay too little or too much ? 
Let fuch a man begin without delay ; 
But he mufl do beyond what I can fay ; 
Mud above Taflb's lofty flights prevail. 
Succeed where Spenfer> and.cv'n Milton faiL 
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>^T^ I S faid, that favourite, mankind, 

■*- Was made the lord of all below j 
But y«t the doubtful are concerned to find^ 
'Tis only one man tells another fo. 

And, for this great dominion here, 

Which over other beafls we claim,. 
RiDafbn our befl credential does appear. 

By which indeed we domineer. 
But how abfurdly, we may fee with ibame^ 

G ReafoBy 
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Reafon, that folemn trifle ! light as air. 
Driven up ancl down by cenfure or applaufe ^ 

By partial love away 'tis blown, 
Or the leaft prejudice can weigh it down ; 
Thus our high privilege becomes our Ihare. 

In any nice and weighty caufe, 
How weak, at beft, is Reaibn ! yet the grave 
Impofe on that fmall judgment which we have. 

II. 
In all thofe wits, whofe names have fpread fo wide. 
And ev'n the force of time defy'd, 
Some failings yet may be defcry'd. 
Among the reft, with wonder be it told. 
That Brutus is admir*d for Caifar*s death ; 
By which he yet furv'ives in Fame's immortal breath* 
Brutus, ev'n he, of all the reft. 
In whom we ftiould that deed the moft deteft. 
Is of mankind eftecm'd the beft. 
As fnow defcending from fome lofty hill, 
Is by its rolling couffe augmenting ftill, 
So from illuftrious authors down have roll*d 
Thofe great encomiums he recciv'd of old : 
Republic orators will fhew efteem. 
And gild their eloquence with praife of him : 
But Truth, unveil'd, like a bright fun appears. 
To ftiine away this heap of feventeen hundred years* 

III. 
In vain 'tis urg'd by an illuftrious wit, 
(To whom in all befides I willingly fubmit) 

5 That 
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That Caefar's life rid j^tty could dcferve 

^rom one who kilPd himfelf, rather than fervc. 

Had Brutus chofe rather himfelf to flay. 

Than an.y mafter to obeVi 
Happy for Rome had been that noble pride ; 
^he world had then remained in peace, and only Brutus 
dy'd. 
For .he, whofc (but difdains to own 
Subjcftion to a tyrant's frown> 
And his own life would rather end, 
Would fure much rather kill himfelf, than only hurt 
his friend. 
To his own fword in the Philippian field 

Brurus indeed atlaft did yield : 
But in thole times felf-killing was not rare, 
And his proceeded only from defpair : 

He might have chofen eife to live. 
In hopes another C^efar woul'd forgive ; 
Then, for the good of Rome, he could once more 
Confpire againft a life which had fpar'd his before. 

IV. 
Our country challenges our utmoft carcj 
And in our thiaughts deferves the tendcreft fliare; 
Her to a thoufand fri'cnds we fh6uld prefer, 
Vet not betray them, though it be for her. 
Hard is his heart, whom no defert can move, 

A miftrefs or a friend to love. 
Above whate'er he docs befides enjoy ; 
But may he, for their fekc?, his fire or fons deftroy I 

G z \^ 
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For facred juftice, or for public good. 

Scorn 'd be- our wealth, our honour, and our blood : 

In fuch a caufe, want is a happy ftate, 

Ev'n low difgrace would be a glorious fate ; 

And death itielf, when noble fame furvives. 

More to be valued than a thoufand lives. 

But 'tis not furely of fo fair renown 
To fpill another's blood, as to expole our own : 

Of all that's ours we cannot give too much, 
But what belongs tofriendihip, oh ! 'tis (acrilege to touch. 
V. 

Can we dand by unmov'd, and fee 
Our mother robb*d and ravifh'd ? Can we be 

Excus'd, if in her caufe we never ftir, 
Pleased with the ilrength and beauty of the raviiher } 

Thus fings our bard with heat almoft divine ; 
^Tis pity that his thought was not as (bong as fine» 

Would it more jufUy did the cafe exprefs. 

Or that its beauty and its grace were lefs. 
(Thus a nymph fometimes we fee. 
Who fo charming feems to be, 
That, jealous of a foft furprize. 
We fcarce durfl truft our eager eyes)- 

Such a fallacious ambufh to efcape. 

It were but vain to plead a willing rape ; 
A valiant ion would be provok'd the more ; 
A force we therefore roufl confefs, but a6ted long before; 

A marriage fince did intervene. 
With all the folemn and the facred fcene; 

Loud 
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Loud was the Hymcnean fong ; 
The violated dame * walk'd fmilingly along. 
And in the midil of the moft facred dance. 

As if enamour'd of his fight, 
Often (he cafl a kind admiring glance 
On the bold ftniggler for delight ; 
Who afterwards appear 'd fo moderate and cool. 
As if for public good alone he fo dcfir'd to rule. 
VI. 
But, oh ! that this were all wliich we can urge 
Againfl a Roman of fb great a foul ! 
And that fair truth permitted us to purge 

His faft, of wiiat appears fo foul ! 
Friend fhip, that (acred and fublimefl thing ! 
The nobleil quality, and chicfeft good, 
(In this dull age fcarcc underftood) 
Infpires us with unufual warmth her injured rites to fing. 
Aflift, ye angels ! whofe immortal blifs. 
Though more refin'd, chiefly confifts in this. 
How plainly your bright thoughts to one another fhine ! 
Oh ! how ye all agree in harmony divine ! 
The race of mutual love with equal zeal ye run, 
A courfe, as far from any end, as when at flrfl begun* 

Ye faw, and fmil'd upon this matchlefs pair. 
Who Hill betwixt them did {o many virtues (hare. 
Some which belong to peace, and fome to ibrife^ 
Thofe of a calm, and of an a£Uve life, 

* Rome. 
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That all the excellence of human-kind 
Concurred to make of both but one united" mind. 
Which Friend fhip did fo faft and clofely bind. 
Not the leaft cement could appear by which their fouls* 
were join'd. 
That tyc which holds our mortal- frame, 
Which poor unknowing we a foul and body name. 

Seems not a compofition more divine, 
Or more abfbrufe, than all that does in friendihip (hine*. 
VII. 
From mighty Cafar and his boundlcfs grace. 
Though Brutus, once at leaft, his life peceiv*d j. 
Such obligations, though fo high beltev'd. 

Are yet but flight in fuch a cafe. 
Where friendihip fo pofTeflcs all the place, 
There is no room for gratitude ; fmce he, 
Who fo obliges, is more pleased than his iav'd friends 
can be. 
Juft in the midft of all this noble heat, 
Wliile their great hearts did both fo kindly beat, 
That it amaz'd the lookers-on. 
And forc'd them to fufpc61: a father and a fon * j 
(Though here ev'n Nature's feif ftill ieem'd to be out«- 
done) 
From fuch a friendihip unprovok'd to fall 
Is Iwrrid, yet I wilh that faft were all 
Which does with too much caufe Ungrateful Brutus call. 

* Ca?far was fulpe£lcd to have begotten Brutus. 

VIII. In 
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VIII. 
la cooleft blood he laM a long defign 
Againft his beft and dcareft friend ; 
Did cv'n his foes in zeal exceed, 
To fpirit others up to work fo black a deed 5 
Himfelf the centre where they all did join. 
Caefar, mean time, fearlefs, and fond of him. 

Was as induftrious all the while 
To givefuch ample marks of fbndcftecm, 
As made the graved Romans imile 
To fee with how much eaie love can the wife beguile. 
He, whom thus Brutus doom*d to bleed, 
Did, fctting his own race alide, 
Nothing lefs for him provide. 
Than in the world's great empire to fucceed : 
Which we are bound in juftice to allow. 
Is ali-fufficient proof to fliow, 
That Brutus did not fbrike for his own fake :■ 
And if, alas ! he fail'd,. 'tAvas only by miftak«.. 
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THE RAPTURE. 

T YIELD, I yield, and can no longer flay 
•*• My eager thoughts, that force themfelves away, 
Sure none infpir'd (whofe heat tranfports them ftill 
Above their reafon, and beyond their will) 
Can firm againft the ftrong impulfe remain ; 
Ccnfure itfelf were not (6 (harp a pain. 
Let vulgar minds Submit to vulgar fway j 
What Ignorance (hall think, or Malice fay, 
To me are trifles ; if the knowing few. 
Who can fee faults, but can fee beauties too. 
Applaud that genius which themfelves partake. 
And fpare the Poet for the Mufe's fake. 

The Mufe, who raifes me from humble ground^ 
To view the vaft and various world around : 
How faft I mount ! in what a wondrous way, 
I grow tranlpbrted to this large furvey ! 
I value earth no more, and far below 
Mcthinks I fee the bufy pigmies go. 
My foul entranc'd is in a rapture brought 
Above the common tracks of vulgar thought : 
With fancy wing'd, I feel the purer air. 
And with contempt look down on human care. 

Airy 
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Airy Ambition, ever foaring high. 
Stands firft expos'd to my cenforious eye. 
Behold fome toiling up a flippery hill. 
Where, though arrivM, they muft be toiling ftill : 
Some, with unfteady feet, juil fallen to ground9 
Others at top, whofe heads are turning round- 
To this high fphere it happens ftill that fome. 
The moft unfit, are forwardeft to come j 
Yet among thefe are princes forcM to chufe. 
Or feek out fuch as would perhaps refufe. 
Favour too great is fafely plac'd on none. 
And foon becomes a dragon or a drone 5 
Either remifs and negligent of all, 
Or elfe imperious and tyrannical. 

The Muie infpires me now to look again. 
And fee a meaner fort of fordid men 
Doating on little heaps of yellow duft ; 
For that defpifing honour, eafe, and luft. 
Let other bards, exprefiing how it (hines, 
Defcribe with envy what the mifer finds ; 
Only as heaps of dirt it feems to me. 
Where we fuch defpicable vermin fee. 
Who creep through filth a thoufand crooked ways, 
Infenfible of infamy or praife : 
Loaded with guilt, they ftill purfue their couHe, 
Not ev*n reftrain'd by love or friendfhip's force. 

Not to enlarge on fuch an obvious thought. 
Behold their folly, which tranfcends their fault ! 
Alas 1 their cares and «autions only tend 
To gain the means, and then to4ofe the end. 
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Like heroes in romances, ftill in fight 

For miftrefTes -that yield them no deh'ght. 

This, of ail vice, does mod dcbafe the mind, 

Gold is itfelf th* allay to human-kind. 

Oh, happy times ! when no fuch thing as coin 

E'er tempted friends to part, or foes to join ! 

Cattle or corn, among thofe harmlefs men, 

Was all tlieir wealth, the gold and filver then : 

Com was too bulky to corrupt a tribe,' 

And bellowing herds would have betray 'd the bribe. 

Ev'n traffick now is intercourle of ill. 
And every wind brings a new mifchief ftill ; 
By trade we flourifh in our leaves and fruit. 
But avarice and excefs devour the root. 

Thus far the Mufc unwillingly has been ' 
Pi x'd on the dull, lefs happy forts of fin ; 
But now, more pleas'd, Ihe views the different ways 
Of luxury, and aH its charrtis furveys. 
Dear luxury ! thou foft, but fure deceit ! 
Rife of the mean, and ruin of the great ! 
Thou fure prcfagc of ill -approaching fates, 
The bane of empires, and* the change of ftates ! 
Armies in vain refift thy mighty power ; 
Not the worft condu6"t would confound them more. 
Thus Rome herfelf, while o*er the world fhc flew. 
And did by virtue all that world fubdue. 
Was by her own vi6^orious arms opprefs'd. 
And catchM infeftion from the conquered Eaft ; 
Whence all thofe vices came, which foon devour 
The bcH foundations of renown and power. 
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Bt oh ! what need have we abroad to roam, 
o feel too much the fad cfiedls at hoipc, 
rtrild exccfs ? which we fo plainly find 
lys the body, and impairs the mind. 
yet grave fops muft not prefume from hence 
ttight the facred plcafures of the fenfe : 
appetites are Nature's laws, and given 
er the bread authentic fcal of heaven, 
pedants wrangle, and let bigots fight, 
jut rcftraint on innocent deHght, 
heaven and nature 's always in the right ^ 
y would not draw poor wretched mortals in^ 
rive dciires that ihall be doom'd for fin. 
» that in height of harmlefs joy we may 

to old age, and never iofc a day ; 
idfl our pleafures we ourfelves Ihould fparc, 
i manage all with temperance and care. 
: go^s forbid but we fometimes may fieep 

joys in wine, and lull our cares afleep t 
lifes nature, ripens feeds of worth, 
moiflening pidures calls the colours forth ; 
if the varnifh we too oft' apply, 
s ! like colours, we grow faint and dic» 
d, hold, impetuous Mufe : I would reftcaia 
over>eager heat, but all in vain ; 
mdon'd to delights, fhe longs to rove; 
teck*d her here, and now fhe flies to love ; 
ivs me fomc rural nympli, by fhepherd chac'd, 
Q overtaken, and as foon embraced : 

The 
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The grafs by her, as fhe by him is prefs'd ; 

For iharoe, my Mufe, let fancy gucfs the reft : 

At fuch a point fancy can never ftay. 

But flies beyond whatever you can fay. 

Behold die (ilent fhades, the amorous grove. 

The dear delights, the very aft of love. 

This is his loweft fphere, his country fcene. 

Where love is humble, and his fare but mean ; 

Yet ipringing up without the help of art. 

Leaves a iincerer relifh in the heart, 

More healthfully, though not fo finely fed. 

And better thrives than where more nicely bred. 

But *tis in courts where moft he makes a ihow. 

And, high enthroned, governs the world below; 

For though in hiftories learn'd ignorance 

Attributes all to cunning or to chance. 

Love will in thofe diiguifes often fmile. 

And knows the caufe was kindnefs all the while. 

What ftory, place, or perfon, cannot prove 

The boundlefs influence of mighty love ? 
Where-e'er the fun can vigorous heat infpire. 
Both fexes glow, and languifli with defire. 
The wcary'd f^K'ain, faft in the arms of fleep. 
Love can awake, and often fighing keep ; 
And bufy gown-men, by fond love di(guis*d. 
Will leifure End to make themfelves defpis'd. 
The pioudeft kings fubmit to beauty's fway ; 
Beauty itfelf, a greater prince than they. 
Lies fometimes languifliing with all its pride 
Bf a beJov'd, though fickle lover's fi4c« 

Imeis 



THE RAPTURE. 93 

I mean to flight the fbft enchanting charm^ 
Buty oh ! my head and heart are both too warm. 
I doat on woman-kind with all their faults. 
Love turns my fatire into fofieft thoughts^ 
Of all that paffion which our peace deftroys 
Inflead of mifchiefs, I defcribe the joys. 
But fhort will be his reign (I fear too fhort) 
And preient cares ihall be my future (port. 
Then love's bright torch put out, his arrows broke, 
Loo(e from kind chains, and from th' engaging yoke. 
To all fond thoughts I '11 iing fuch counter-charms^ 
The fair ihall lifien in their lovers arms. 

Now the enthuiiaftic fit is fpent, 
I feel my weaknefs, and too late repent. 
As they who walk in dreams oft' climb too high 
For fenfe to follow with a waking eye ; 
And in fuch wild attempts are blindly bold^ 
Which afterwards they tremble to behold : 
So I review thefc (allies of my pen. 
And modeil reafon is return'd again ; 
My confidence I curfe, my fate accufe. 
Scarce hold frcMn cenfuring the facred Mufe. 

No wretched poet of the railing pit, 
No critic curs'd with the wrong fide of wit^ 
Is more fevere from ignorance and ^ite. 
Than I with judgment againft all I write. 
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MR. HOBBES, AND HIS WRITINGS. 

O U C H is the mode o( thefe cenTorious day^ 
*^ The art is loft of knowing how to praife ; 
Poets are envious now, and fools alone 
Admire at wit, becaufe themfelves have none. . 
Yet whatfoe>er is by vain critics thought, 
Praifing is harder much than finding fault ; 
In homely pieces ev*n the Dutch excel, 
Italians only can draw beauty well. 

As ftrings, alike wound up, fo equal provt^ 
That one refounding makes the other move ; 
From fuch a caufe our fatires pleaie fo much, 
We fympathize with each ill-natured touch } 
And as the (harp infection fpreads about. 
The reader* s malice helps the writer out. 
To blame, is eafy ; to commend, is bold ; 
Yet, if the Mufe infpires it, who can hold > 
To merit we arc bound to give applau(e. 
Content to fufFer in fo juft a caufe. 

While in dark ignorance we lay afraid 
Of fancier, ghofts, and every empty ihade; 
Great Hobbes appeared, and by plain reafon's light 
Put fuch fantaftic forms to fhameful flight. 
Fond is their fear, who think men needs muft be 
To vice enllav'd, if from vain terrors free j 

The 
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The wife and good, morality will guide, 
And fupcrftition,all the world befide. 

In other authors, though the thought be good, 
'Tis not fometimes fo eafily underftood ; 
That jewel oft' unpolifhM has remain'd ; 
Some words (hould be left out, and fome explain'd ^ 
So that, in fearch of fenfe, we either ftray, 
Or elfc grow weary in io rough a way. 
But here fwect eloquence does always fmile. 
In fuch a choice, yet unaffcf^ed ftyle. 
As muft both knowledge and delight impart 
The force of reafon, with the flowers of art ; 
Clear as a beaut iful tranfparent (kin, 
Which never hides the blood, yet holds it in ^ 
Like a delicious flream it ever ran, 
As fmooth as woman, but as ftrong as man. 

Bacon himfelf, who(e univerfal wit 
Does admiration through the world beget. 
Scarce more his age*s ornament is thought. 
Or greater credit to his country brought. 

While fame is young, too weak to fly away. 
Malice purfues her, like fome bird of prey ; 
But once on wing, then all the qaarix:Is ceafe ; 
Envy herielf is glad to be at peace. 
Gives over, weary'd with fo high a flight. 
Above her reach, and fcarce within her fight. 
Hobbes, to this happy pitch arriv'd at laft, 
Might have look'd down with pride on dangers paft 2 
But fuch the frailty is of human-kind. 
Men -toil for fame, which no man lives to find ; 
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Long ripening under-ground this China lies } 
Fame bears no fruity till the vain planter dies* 

Thus nature, tir*d with his unufual length 
Of life, which put her to her utmoft iftrength. 
Such ftock of wit unable to fupply. 
To Ipare herfelf, was glad to let him die. 

WRITTEN OVER A GATE. 

TT ERE lives a man, who, by relation, 
•*•-'• Depends upon predeftination j 
For which the learned and the wife 
His underftanding much defpife : 
But I pronounce with loyal tongue 
Him in the .right, them in the wrong. 
For how could fuch a wretch fucceed } 
But that, alas, it was decreed ! 



THE MIRACLE, lyo^. 

MERIT they hate, and wit they (light.; 
They neither aft, nor reafon right,. 
And nothing mind but pence.. 
Unlkilful they vi£briou8 are, 
Condu£la kingdom without care» 
A council without fenfe. 

So 



So Mofes once, and Joihtia, 

iind that virago Deborai ' 

Beilrid poorlfrael i ' ' ■ ' 
Like reverence pay to thdtl ftfr whd ' ' ' ' 

Could ride a nation as they dbi 

Without a miracle ? ... 
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O N T ft E 

DEATH OF HENRY PTTRCELt* 

/^ O O D angels fnatch'd him eagerly on high ; 
^^ Joyful they flew, finging and foaring througk jiie 

i) iky, 
Teaching his new-fledg'd foul to fly; 
While we, alas J lamenting lie. 
He went mufing all along, 
Compofing new their heavenly fong. 
A while his (kilful notes loud hallelujahs drown'd ? * 
But loon they ceas'd their own, to catch his pleafm^ 
found. 
David himfelf improved the harmony, 
David in facred ftory fo renown M 
No lefs for mufic, than for poetry ! 
Genius fublime in either art ! 
CrownM witli applaufc furpafDng all dcfcrt ! 
A J»an iuft after God^s own heart ! 

H \^ 
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If human cares arc lawful to the Jbkft, * 

Already fettled in eternal reft : 
Needs muft he wilh that Purccll of ly might 
Have liv'd to fet what he voychiaTd to write ; 
For, fure, the noble thirft of fame 
With the frail body never dies } 
But wirh the foul afcends the ikibs 

From whence at firft it came. 
*Tif furc no little prqof wc have 
That part of us furvives the grave, 
And in our fame below ftill bears a iharc : 
Why is the future elfe fo much our care, 
Pv'n in our latcft moment of defpair ? 
And death defpis'd for fame by all the wife and brave ? 

. Oh, all ye blcft harmonious choir I 
Who power almighty onjy love, and only that admire! 
Look down with pity from your peacful bower. 
On this fad ifle perplex'd. 
And ever, ever vex*d 
With anxious care of trifles, wealth and power. 
In our rough minds due reverence infulc * j 

Forfweet melodious founds, and each harmonious Mufc. >\ 

Muiic exalts man's nature, and infpires 
High elevated thoughts, or gentle, kind defires. 
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On the Lofs of nn only Son, Robert Mani^is 
of Norm A NB Y. 

OU R morning's gay and fhining ; 
The days our joys declare ; 
At evening no repining ; 
And night 's all void of care. 

A fond tranfported mother 

Was often heard to cry, 
Ohf where is fuch an other 

So blefs'd by heaven as I ? 

A child at firfl was wanting ; 

Now fuch a Ton is fcnt, 
At parents moft lamenting 

In him would find content. 

A child of whom kind heaven 

Not only hope beftows. 
But has already given 

Him ail our hopes propofe. 

The happy fire's pofTcfling 

His fliare in fuch a boy. 
Adds iltll a greater blelfing 

To all my other joy. 

But ah ! this Ihiny weather 

Became too hot at lafl ; 
Bla^k doudl began to gather. 

And all the iky o'ei^cafl. 
H z 
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So fierce a fever rages, 

W^ 9li lie 4rown'd in tears ; 
And difmal fad ppefagei 

Come thundering in ou;- cars. 

The doubts that made us languiih. 

Did worft, far worfe than kill. 
Yet, oh, with all their anguilH, 

Would we had doubted ftill ! 

But why fo much digreffion. 

This* fatal lofs to Ihow ; 
Alas, there 's no expreffion 

Can tell a parent's woe-! 



ON MR. POPE, AND HIS POEMS. 

\%T I T H age decay 'd, with courts and bufineCs tir'd, 
^ ^ Caring for nothing but what cafe requir'd. 
Too ferious now a wanton Mufe to court, 
And from the critics fafe arriv'd in port ; 
I little thought of launching forth again, 
Amidft adventurous rovers of the pen; 
And, after fome fmall undeferv'd fuccefs, 
Thus hazarding at laft to make it lefs. 

Encomiums fuit not this cenforitous time, 
Itfelf a fubjeft for fatiric rhyme ; 
Ignorance honoured, wit and worth defam'di 
Foliy uiumphant^ and .ev'a Homer blam'd. 

But 
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But to this genius, join*d with fo madvirty * • 

Such various leaniiAg mfix'd in every pait^ • ' 
Poets are bound aloud appkufe tx> pajs ; . . ' 
ApoUd bids k^ and they xnuft obey. 

And yet fo wondrous, fo fublime a thing, ^ 

As the great Iliad, fcarcc could make me imgf ' 
Except I juftly could at once fcommfihd 
A good companion, ahd is firm a fficnct. ^ ' 
One moral, or a mere well -natur*d deed, 
Can all defert in fcicncet exceed. . .< .- . 

'Tis great dcliglit to laugh at fome lAeirt yMifi ; 
But a much greater to give merit praife* • 

. S T A N Z A •-•?. ^ ' 

'ITT Hene*er my fboli(h bent to public goody 
^^ Or fonder zc^l fw fome mii'guided prince^ 
Shall make my dangctx)us humour undciftood. 
For changing minift^rs for men of fenfc*: 

When, vainly^proudtoihcw my publi«.Qire9> \. 

And cv'h afiitm'd to fed three nagdng^^lfd^, : 
1 fhall no longer bear a wretched (hare 

In ruling ill, or being over-rurd : 

Then, as old lechers in a winter's night 
To yawning hc.ircrs all their pranks dicloft ; 

And what decay deprives them of delight, , 
Stipf ly with vain endeavours to impofe : 

H 3 "ixA 
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Jttft fb (hall J as idly entertain 

Some ftripUng patriots, fond of (eeming wi(e ; 
Tell, how I (till could great employments gain. 

Without concealing truths, or whirring lies ! 

Boaft of fuccecding in my country's caufe 
£v'n agstinft (broe almoft too high to blame ; 

Whom, when advanc'd beyond the reach of laws^ 
I oft' had ridicul'd to fenfe and (hame : 

^Say, I refilled the mod potentfraud i 
But friend lefs merit openly approv'd ; 

And tliat I was above the being aw'd 

Not only by my prince, but thofe he lov'd : 

Who knows but my example then may pleicfe 
Such noble, hopeful (pirits as' appear 

Willing to (light their pleafures and their eafe. 
For fame and honour ? till at laft they liear. 

After much trouble borne, and danger run, 
The crown a(Med, and my country ferv'd i 

Without good fortune I had been undone. 
Without a good eftate I might have iburv'd. 
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raE ELECTION OF A POET LAUREAT 
IN MiDCC.XIX. 

A Famous afleoibly. was- fumfnon'd of late > . ' . 
^^ To crown a ncwLaurcat, came Phoebus i^ftaite^ 
IVith al) that Montfaucon himfclf could deiire, 
ii% bo^y ]M\At\\ harp; aad^buD^ahceof fii-e.^^ 

^t Birtlcme\v>fair ne'er did bullies fo juflle. 
So «)untry-ele6lion e*er jn?de fuch a buftle : 
From garrcty Mint, tavern, they all pod away, 
>ome thiriliog for &ck, fome ambitious of oay*' 

/Vll came with full con&dence, . flu(h*d with vain bope, 
From Gibber and Durfej, to Prior and Pope. 
Phoebus fmil'd on thefe laft, but yet ne'erthelefs. 
Said, he hop'd they had got enough by the prefs. 

With a huge mountain-load of heroical lumber, 
Which from Tonfon to Curll every prcfs l\ad groan 'd 

under; 
Came Biackmorerand cry'd. Look* all thefe are my lays. 
But at preient I beg you'd but read my Eflays. 

Lampooners and critics ruihM in like a tide. 
Stem Dennis and Gildon came fird fide-by-fide. 
Apollo confcfs'd that their lafhcs had (lings. 
But beadles and hangmen were never chofc kings. 

H 4 ^<t%\« 
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Steele long had To cunningly manag'd the town, 
He coujd not be blam'd for expc£Ving the crown ( 
Apoflo dtHl»rr*d a^i6?^iitin|:AU" wifh, ' .T! . 
But wifh'd him good luck in hi» jproje£): of fifh. 

Lame Congreve, unable fuch things to endure. 

Of Apollo begg'd either a crown or a cure ; 

To refiife Aich a writer, Ap&tto wa» loA, ." / 

And almbft* i&clin'd to have granted him both. 

. - . ,.''•. tiy:\ ■ • ■. .*• r; ,. 

When Buckingham cxKah k^ ffarcf^ car'd tii.bf (ip»nt . 
Till Phoebus defir'd his old friend to walk in ; 

But a laureat peer had n\stit been "known, ' ' '• 

The commoners claimed that plkde as their owiil' 

Yet if the kiod god had bflcatiie'e^Jo in«lia!df *! i • -.. 
To break an old rt)le, y.et he well knew hi^ mind. 
Who of fuiih preferment would only make fpoirf^ 
And laugh'd at all fuitors fqr places at court, .^ 

Notwithftandiog this law^i yet Lanfdownc was aaim*d'. 
But Apollo with kindnef^ his indolence blam'd. 
And faid he would chufe him, but that he flionld Tear 
Aii employment of trouble he never" could bear. 

A prelate * for wit and for eloquence famM, 
Apollo fooa raifs^d, and he needs not be nam'd ( 
Since amidft a whole bench^ of which fome are fo bright. 
No one of them Ihines fo learned and polite. 

To Shippcn, Apollo was cold with refpcfl:, 
Since he for the ftate could the Mufcs ncgled : 



* Dr. yltfcrbury, Bilhop o£ ?.oc\vtte. 
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But faid, in a.gttateraEembljitlietihhiUv- 
And places were 4iiags. he fad evor dvtUb^d. • ^ 

Trapp, Young, dod Vanbrogh, ex^fted riivnirJ, ' •■ ' 
For foroe thingsAkkweU : but A;po)k> dtdar'd 
That ose was tdo flat, the other too rough. 
And the third iose aheady had pte^es enoughs ' ^ ^ . * 

Pert Budgell carae next, and, tkmaiidinf )!iebiiy»;> • * 
Said^ thofe works nuft be good, whkh^'had Ad^Uibii^i ^ 

praiiei:: •; : .. ^ :■,-;..: 

Bar Apollo »eply'd. Child Euftact, *ris fcn^wh, 
Moft authors wjjll praife whatfoever *^ thei|- xjwn. 

Then Philips cameferth» as ftarch as a Quaker, • 
Whofefimpieiprofcflion'saPaftoFBl-iRaklBf} ■ '• 

Apollo adri^d him! from pUyhoai^ to Itri^/ ' " * 
And pipe to nought clfc but his dog and his flieep. 

Hughes, F^tqjx, and Gay, came Jail ia the t»in, , 
Too niodeft'to afk for the crown they would gain : 
Phoebus thought them too bafliful, and faid they would 

need 
More boldnefs, if ever they hop*d to fuccecd. 

Apollo, now driven to a curfed quandaryv 
Was wiihing for Swift, or the fom'd Lady Mary : • ' 
Nay, had honeft Tom Southerns but been within call- 
But at lad he grew wanton, and laugh*d at them all ; ' 

And fo fpying one who came only to gaze, ; . . 

A fiater of txrfe, and dcfpifer of plays i 
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To him in great fonn» without any deUy^i 
(Though a xealout' fanatic) preienttd xbs bay. 

All the wits ftood aftoniih'd at heairfng die god 
So gravely pronounce an elef^ion fo odd ; 
, And though Prior and Pope only laugh'd in his face^ 
Moft others, were ready to iink. in the place. 

Yet foine thgught the Tvacancy open was kept* 
excluding the.bigot wo^ld never accept : 
But the hypocntc told them, he well underftood, 
Though tl^ £utf£kion.was wicked, the ftipend was good* 

At laft in rufh'd Eufden, and cry *d, ** Who (hall have it# 
** But I, tlie true laurc^t, to whom the king gave it ?'* 
Apollo begg,*d pardobi imd granted bis claim; 
But vow'd, thoughy till then he ne'er heard of his name. 



ON THE TIMES. 



SINCE in vain our parfbns teach. 
Hear, for once, a ppct preach. 
Vice lias loft its very name. 
Skill and cozenage thought the fame ; 
Only playing well the game. 
Fpul contrivances we fee 
Caird but ingenuity : 
Ample fortunes often made 
Out of frauds in every trade. 
Which an aukward child afibrd 
Mjnough to wed the greateit lord. 
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The mifcr ftarves to raife a fon. 
But, if once the fool is gone. 
Yean of thrift fcarce ferve a day, 
Rake-htU fquanders all away. < 

Hufbands fccking for a place. 

Or toiling for their pay ; 
While their wives undo' their race ' 

By petticoats and play : 
Breeding boys to dnnk and dice, 
Carrybg girls to comedies. 
Where mama 't intrigues are ihown. 
Which ere iong^^iU be their own. 
Having firft at fermon flept, 
Tedious day is weekly kept 
By worie hypocrites than men. 
Till Monday comes to cheat again. 
£v'n among the nobleit-bom, 
floral virtue is a fcom ; 
Gratitude, but rare at beft. 
And fidelity a jeft. 
All our wit but party-mocks, 
All our wifdom raifing ftocks : 
Counted folly to defend 
Sinking fide, or falling friend. 
Long an officer may ferve, 
Prais'd and wounded, he may fUrve : 
No receipt, to make him rife. 
Like inventing loyal lies: 
We, whofe ancefh>rs have fhin'd 

In arts of peace, and fields of famC) 
To ill and idleaefs inclin'd, 
Now are grown a, public fhamct '^^^ 
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Fatal that iatdHne jar^ 
Which produc'd our civil war ! 
Ever fince, how fad ^ n|cq ! 
Sen(elert> violent, and bale ! . 



ON THE DUKLE OF YORK-. 
BANISHED TO B^t^iSSELS. 

I Feel a ftrange impulfc, a (hong defiity 
(For what vain thoughts will nof ^ Mufc infptre >) ' 
To fing on lofty fubjediSy and ta mtfii 
My own low fame, by writing JiiTi\H*s ptnife. 

Oft* have we heard the wonders of his yonth, 
Obferv'd thofe feeds of fortitude and trnth. 
Which fince have fpread fo wide, lb wondrous high^ - 
The good diftrefs*d beneath that (helter Ke. 

In arms more a£^ive than ev'n war requir'd. 
And in the midft of mighty chiefs admir'd. 
Of all heaven's gifts, no temper is fo rare, 
As fo much courage mix'd with fo much care. 
When martial &re makes all the ^ries boil. 
And forces youtli to military toil j 
No wonder it ihould fiercely then engage i 
Women themfelves will venture in a rage t 
But in the midft of all that furious heat, 
While (b intent on a6iions brave and greafy 
For other lives to feel fuch tender fears, 
And, carelefs of his own^ to care tor theirt ; 
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Is that coxnpofure wl^6h a hero makes. 

And which illuftrious York alone partakes. 

With that great mao *, whofe feme has flown fb far, ' 

Who uught him firft flie noble art of war. 

Oh, wondrous pair ! whom equal virtties crown. 
Oh worthy of each other's vaft renown ^ 
None but Turenne with York could glory ihare. 
And none but Yori^ deferve (6 great a inafter*« canu 

Scarce was he come to blefs his native ifle,' 
Atid reap the (oft reward of glorious toil, «• 

But, like Alcides, dill new dangers call 
His courage forth, and (Ull he vanquiih'd al]« 
At (ea, that bloody fccne of boundlefs rage^ 

Where floating caftles in Eerce flames engage 
(Where Mars himfclf does frowningly command. 

And by lieutenants only fights at land) ; 

For his own fame howe'er he fought before. 

For England's honour yet he ventur'd more. ' 

In thofe black times, when, faf^ion raging high. 

Valour and Innocence were forc'd to fly. 

With York they fled ; but not depreft his mind. 

Still, like a diamond in the dull. It lhin*d. 

When from afar his drooping friends beheld 

How in diflrefs he ev'n himfelf excell'd ; 

How tx> bis enTions fate, his country's frown. 

His brother's wUl, he facrific'd his own ; 

They rais'd their hearts, and never doubted more 

£ut that juft heav'en would all our joys reAore. 

* The Marefchal deTvniRM, 
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So when black clouds furround heaven's glorious face, 
Tempeftuous darknefs covering all the place^ 
If we difcern but the lead glimmering ray 
Of that bright ort> of fire which rules the day. 
The chearful fight our fainting courage warms ; 
Fix'd upon that, we fear no future harms. 

ON THE DEITY. 

WRETCHED mankind ! void of both ftrenglh 
and (kill ! 
Dextrous at nothing but at doing ill ! 
In merit humble, in pretcnfions high. 
Among them none, alas ! more weak than I, 
And none more blind : though fiill I worthlcfs tliought 
The bell I ever iix>ke, or ever wrote. 

But zealous heat exalts the humbleft mind i 
Within my foul fuch firong impulfe I find 
The heavenly tribute of due praife to pay : 
Perhaps *tis facred, and I muft obey. 

Yet fuch the fubjefls, various, and fo high> 
Stupendous wonders of the Deity ! 
Miraculous cfre6ls of boundlefs power ! 
And that as boundlefs goodnefs ihining more ! 
All thefe fo numberlefs my thoughts attend. 
Oh where (hall I begin, or ever end ? 

But on that theme which ev'n the wife abufe. 
So facred, (b fublime, and Co abllrufe, 
Jkhmptly to break ofti wanu no cxcx^fc. 
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\^niile others tainly ftrive to know Thee more, 
Let mc in filent reverence adore ; 
Wifliing that human power were higher rais'd. 
Only that thine might he more nobly prais'd ! 
Thrice happy angels in their high degree. 
Created worthy of extolling Thee ! 

PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

ALTERATION OF JULIUS C^SAR. 

TTOPE to mend Shakefpeare ! or to match his ftylcl 
^ -■" *Tis fuch a jcft would make a Stoic fmilc. 
Too fond of fame, our poet foars too high, 
Tet freely owns he wants the wings to fly : 
So fcniibie of his prefumptuous thought. 
That he confelTes while he does the fault : 
This to the fair will no great wonder prove. 
Who oft* in blulhes yield to what they love. 

Of greateft a^ons, and of noblcft men. 
This ftory mofl defcrvcs a poet's pen : 
For who can wifti a fcene more juftly fam*d, 
"When Rome and mighty Julius are but nam*d ? 
That ftate of heroes who the world had brav'd ! 
That wondrous man who fuch a (late inflav'd ! 
Yet loth he \v^% to take fo rough a way, 
Aod after gbvem'd with fo mild a fway. 

At 
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At dtftance now of fefienteefi hutfdrad jtaai, 
Methinks a lovely ravilher appeait-; " 
Whom, though forbid by virtue to ekcnft, 
A nymph might pardon, and could faufce refuie. 

CHORUSES IN JULIUS CiESAR. 

' C H O R fi. ; L 

I. 
TT7HITHER is Roman honour gone ? 
^ ^ Where is your ancient virtue now ? 
That valour, which fo bright has ihone, 
And with the wings of conqueit flown, , ^ 

Muft to a haughty mailer bow : 
Who, with our toil » our blood, and all we have befide. 
Gorges his ill-got power, his humour, and his pride* ' 

Fearlefs he will his life expofe i 

So docs a lion or a bear* , . 

His very virtues threaten thofe. 
Who more his bold amotion fear. . 
How fhipid wretches we appear. 
Who round the world for wealth and empire roam. 
Yet never, never think what (laves we are at home f 
III. 
Did men for this together join. 

Quitting tl^e free wild life of Nature? 
What other beaft did e*er defign 

TTie fetting up his fellow-creature, 
And of tvvQ mifcbieh cYi\]k& xht ^caxstX ^V^l 
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Oh ! rather liian be (laTes to bold imperious Qiea. 
Give us our wiidnefs, «n4 our woods, qur huts, and 
caves again. 

IV. 
There, fecure from lawlefs (war. 
Out bf Pride or Envy's way j 
Living up to Nature's rules. 
Not deprav'd by knaves and fools ; 
Happily we adi (houl4 live, an(|l harnplefs ^s ot^ fheep^ 
And at lafi as calmly die as infants fi^l afleep. 

CHORUS II, 

LO ! to prevent this mighty empire's dpom* 
From bright unl^DQwn abodes of l^s X cotne^ 
The awful genius of tmle&ip Rom^. 

Qreat is her danger : but I will engage 
Some few, the mailer- fouls of all this age, 
To do an a^ of juA heroic rage. 

•Tis hard, a man fo great-fliould fall (alow | 

More hard to let fo brave a people bow 

To oniB themfclves have rais'd, who fcorns diem now. 

Yet, oh ! I grieve tl ^t Brutus ibould be ftain'd, 
Whofe life, e^fcepting this one a6l, reroain'd 
So pure, that future times will think it.^eign 4- 

But only he can make the reft combine ; ^ 
The very life and foul of their defign, 
Thp i^^Hre, where thofc mighty fpiiiu vpifl. 
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Unthinking men no fort of fcniples make j 
Others do ill,, only for mifchief *s fake ; 
But ev*n the beft are guilty by milbtke. 

Thus feme for envy, or revenge, intend 
To bring the bold ufurpcr to his end : 
But for his country Brutus ftabs his friend. 

CHORUS IIL 

BY TWO AERIAL SPIRITS. 
I. 

TELL, oh ! tell me, whence arife 
Thefe diferders in our fkics ? 
Rome's great genius wildly gaz'd. 
And the gods feem all amazM. 

IL 
Know, in fight of this day's fun, 
Such a deed is to be done. 
Black enough to Ihroud the light 
Of all this world in difmal night, 

I. : 

What is this deed ? 

II. 
To kill a man, 
The greateft (ince mankind began : 
Learned, eloquent, and wife, 
Generous, merciful, and brave J 
I. 
Yet not too great a facrifice, 
The liberty of Rome to £a.sG > II. But 



CHORUSES IN JULIUS CJESAR. 115 

II. 

But will not goodnefs claim regard, 
j^nd does not worth deferve reward ? 

I. 
Does not their country lie at {lake ? 
Can they do too much for her fake ? 

BOTH SPIRITS TOGETHER. 

Though dreadful be this doom of fate, 

Juft is that power which governs all : 

Better this wondrous man (hould fall. 
Than a mod glorious, virtuous ftate. 

CHORUS IV. 

HOW great a curfe has Providence 
Thought fit to caft on human-kind I 
Learning, courage, eloquence, 

The gcntleft nature, nobleft mind. 
Were intermixt in one alone ; 
Yet in one moment overthrown. 

Could chance, or fenfclefs atoms, join 

To form a foi« fo great as his ? 
Or would thofe powers we hold divine, 

Deilroy their own chief mader-piecc ? 
Where fo much difficulty lies. 
The doubtful are the only wife. 

And, what muft more perplex our thoughts. 

Great Jove the beft of Romans fends. 
To do the very worft of faults. 

And kill tlie kindeft of his friends. 

I t K\X 
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All this 18 far above our reach. 
Whatever piicils prcfume to preach. 

PROLOGUE 

T O 

MARCUS BRUTUS. 

OUR fcene is Athens. And, great Athens nam'd. 
What foul Co dull as not to be inflam'd ? 
Metliinks, at mentioning that facred place, 
A reverend awe appears in every face. 
For men fo fam'd, of fuch prodigious parts, 
As taught the world all fciences and arts. 

Amidll ail thefe ye (hall behold a man 
The moft applauded fmce mankind began, 
Out-ihining ev'n thofe Greeks who moft excel. 
Whole life was one fixM courfe of doing well. 
Oh ! who can therefore without tears attend 
On fuch a life, and fuch a fatal end > 

But here our author, beikles other fiiultt 
Of ill exprcflions, and of vulgar thoughts. 
Commits one crime that needs an a& of grace> 
And breaks the law of unity of place : 
Yet to fuch noble patriots, OYercome 
By fadious violence, and banifh'd Rome, 
Athens alone a fit retreat could yield ; 
J^d ivhcre can Brutus fall, but in Pbilippi field } 

I Soat 
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Some critics judge ev*n loveitfelf too mean 
A care iq ^lix i^ fach a ibfvty fcene, 
^nd with thofe ancient bards of Greece believe 
7riend(hi{>4ias ftrohger tharms to pleafc or, grieve :. 
But our more amorous poet, finding love 
Amidfl all ojcber care^, iUll ihines above^ 
Lets not the beft of Romans end their lives. 
Without juft foftnefs for the kindeft wiv^s, 
Yet, if ye thinK h^s gen^^ qature fuch 
As to have ibften'd this great t;ale too much^ 
Soon will your eyes grow dry, and pafllon £^1^ 
When ye refleft 'tis all but conjugal. 

This to. the few and kjipwiqg w*s addrj^^ 
And now 'tis fit I fliouM falute the t^* 
Moft reverend dull judges of the pit. 
By nature cui^s'd with the w/png fide of wit ! 
You need not ca^, what-«*^rjouiee tp-jug^^ 
How ill (bme pli^yers %6t^ or poets writer 
Should our midakes be never ib notorious, 
You 'U have the joy of being more cenforioi^ z 
Shew your fmaU italcnt rt)W> \et that fuftce ye^t 
But grow not vain upon A^ I d^Tiie ye 5 
Fach petty critic can objeftions raife, 
The greateft Ikill is kAOwji^ wbpn to jprs^Jle. 
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CHORUSES IN MARCUS BRUTUi 

*C H O R U S III. 

I. 
"p\ A R K is the maze podr mortals tread ; 
•*^ Wifdom itfclf a guide will need : 
We little thought, when Caefarblcd, 

That a worfe Cxfar would fucceed. 
And are. we under fuch a curfe, 
Wc cannot change but for the worfe ? 

11. 
With fair pretence of foreign force, 

By which Rome muft hcrfelf enthral i 
Thcfe, without blulhes or rcmorfe, 

Profcribc the bcft, impoverifh all. 
The Gauls themfelvcs, our grcateft foes. 
Could a6l no mifchiefs worfe than thofc. 

III. 
That Juliu?, with ambitious thoughts. 

Had virtues too, his foes could find ; 
Thefe equal him in all his faults. 

But never in his noble mind . 
That free-bom fpirits ihould obey 
Wretches, who know not how to fway ! 

IV. 
Late wc repent our hafty choice. 

In vain bemoan fo quick a turn. 
Hark all to Rome's united voice ! 

Better that we a while had borne Ev'n 

* See the Bifi and fecoikd cYvot>a&%) vek ^ y^ksba q£ 
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Ev'n all thofc ills which moft diipleafe. 
Than fought a cure far worfc than the difeafcw 



CHORUS IV. 

OU R vows thus chcarfully we fing. 
While martial muiic fires our bioo4 ; 
Let all the neighbouring echoes ring 
With. clamours for our country's good : 
And, for re\Yard, of the juft gods w.e claim, 
A life with freedom, or a death with fame. 

May Rome be freed from war's alarms, 

And taxes heavy to be bomc ; 
May fhe beware of foreign arms. 

And fend them back with noble fcorn : 
And, for reward, &c. 

May (he no more confide in friends. 

Who nothing farther underftood, 
Than only, for their private ends. 

To waile her wealth, and fpill her blood : 
And, for reward, &c. 

Our fenators, great Jove, reftrain 

From private piques, they prudence call ; 

From the low thoughts of little gain, 
And hazarding the lofmg all : 
And, for reward, &c. 

1 4 T^^^i 
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The ihining artm with bade pfspare. 
Then to the glorious combat fly ; 
Our minds unclogg'd with farther care. 
Except to overcome or die : 
And» for reward, Ike. 

They fight, oppreilion to increafc, 
We for our liberties iiid U\Vt i 
It weri a fin to doubt fijccefs. 

When freedom is the nbblb catiie : 
And, for neward, of the jui^ gods We ttaiiH 
A life widl fre^dpte, or a death tvitft fzfUc&t^ 
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THE 

P O E M S 

O F 
LORD LANSl>OWNE. "' 

On the Earl of Peterborough's happy Nego- 
tiation of the Marriage between his Royal High- 
nefs and the Princcfs IVIar y d'Este of Modeua. 

HI S Juno barren, in unfruitful joys 
Our Britilh Jove his nuptial hours employs, 
-So fate ordains, that all our hopes may be, 
And all our fafety, gallant York, in thee. 
By the fame wilh afpiring queens are led. 
Each languilhing to mount his royal bed ; 
His youth, his wifdom, and his early fame. 
Create in every breaft a rival flame : 
Remoteft kings fit trembling on their thrones. 
As if no diilancc could fecure their crowns $ 
Fearing his valour, wifely they contend 
To bribe with beauty fo renown'd a friend : 
Beauty the price, there need no other arts. 
Love is the fureft bait for heroes hearts : 
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Nor can the fair conceal as high concern 
To fee the prince, for whom, unfeen, they burn* 

Brave York, attending to the general voice. 
At length rcfolves to make the wifliM-for choice ; 
To noble Peterborough, wife and juft, 
Of his great heart he gives the facred truft : 
** Thy eyes, faid he, (hall well direft that heart, 
" Where thou, my beft belov'd, ^laft fuch a part j 
** In council off, and oft' in battle try'd, 
•* Betwixt thy mailer, and the world decide." 

The chofen Mercury prepares t* obey 
This high command. Gently, ye winds, convey. 
And with aufpicious gales his fafety wait, 
On whom depend Great Britain's hopes and fate. 
So Jafon, with his Argonauts, from Greece 
To Calchos fail'd, to fetch the golden fleece. 

A s when the goddefles came down of old 
On Ida's hill, fo many ages told, 
With gifts their young Dardanian judge they try'd. 
And each bad high to win him to her fide; 
So tempt they him , and emuloufly vie 
To bribe a voice that empires would not buy : 
With balls and banquets his plcas'd fenfe they bait. 
And queens and kings ujx>n his pleafures wait. 

Th' impartial judge furveys, with vaft delight. 
All that the fun furrounds of fair and bright: 
Then, ftri£lly juft, he, with adoring eyes. 
To radiant Efte gives the famous prize. 
Of antique dock, her high defcent (he brings, 
Bom to renew the race of Britain's kings : 

z Who 
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Who could defervc, like her, in whom we fee 

United, all that Paris found in three ? 

O equal fair ! when both were fct above 

All other merit, but each other's low. 
Welcome, bright princefs, to Great Britain's fliore. 

As Bcrecynthia to high heaven, who bore 

That ihining race of goddeiTes and gods. 

Who rul'd the world, and fill'd the blefl abodes : 

From thee, my Mufe expe£ls as noble themes. 

Another Mars and Jove, another James ; 

Our future hopes all from thy womb arifc. 

Our prcfent joy and fafety from your eyes ; 

Thofe charming eyes that Ihine, to reconcile. 

To harmony and peace, our fhibborn Ifle : 

On brazen Memnon, Phoebus calls a ray. 

And the tough metal fo falutes the day. 

The Britifli dame, fam*d for refiftlefs grace. 
Contends not now, but for the fecond place ; 
Our love fufpended, we negleft the fair 
For whom we bum*d, to gaze adoring here : 
So fang the Syrens, with enchanting faund. 
Enticing all to liflen and be drown'd. 
Till Orpheus ravifli'd in a nobler flratn. 
They ceasM to fing, or finging charm'd in vain. 

This bled alliance, Peterborough, may 
Th* indebted nation bounteoufly repay ; 
Thy flatues, for the Genius of our land. 
With palm adorn'<], on every threfhold fland. 

S^okcu 
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Spoken by the Author, being then but Twelrc 
Years of Age, to her Royal Highnefs the 
DuTCH£as of York, at Trinity-College in 

Cambridge, 
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TT7HEN join'd in one, the good, the fair, the great, 

' ^ Defcend to view the Mufes* humble feat. 
Though in mean lines they their vaft joys declare. 
Yet, for fincerity and truth, they dare 
With your own Taflb's mighty felf compare. 

Then, bright and merciful as heaven, receive 
From them fuch praifes, as to heaven they give. 
Their praifes for that gentle influence, 
Which thofe aufpicious lights, your eyes, difpenie. 
Thofe radiant eyes, whofe irrefiftlefs flame 
Strikes Envy dumb, and keeps Sedition tame : 
They can to gazi-ng multitudes give law, 
Convert the fa6tious. and the rebel awe: 
They conquer for the duke j wherc-e'er you tread. 
Millions of profelytes behind are led, 
Through crouds of new-made converts ftill you go, 
Pleas'd and triumphant at the glorious fhow. 
Happy that prince, who has by you attain'd 
A greater conquefl than his arms e'er gain'd : 
With all war's rage he may abroad o'ercomc. 
But love *8 a gentler viftory at home. 
Securely here he on that face relics, 
Lays-by his arms, and conquers with your eyes j 
And all the glorious a6lions of his life 
Thiuks yveli rewarded, b\ti^v(vx\i CaOEk^y<\Ce« TO 



TO THE fc 1 N G, 

IN THE FIRST YEAR OF HIS MAJESTY'S REIGN. 

'hjf A Y all thy years, like this, propitious be, 
, ^^-^ And bring thee crowns, and peace, and viftory ! 
Scarce hadft thou time t' uniheath thy conquering blade; 
It did but glitter, and the rebels fled : 
Thy fword, the fafeguard of thy brother's throne. 
Is now become the bulwark of thy own. 

AwM by thy fame, the trembling nations fend 
Through-out the world, to court fo brave a friend ; 
The guilty fenates that refus'd thy fway 
Repent their crime, and haftcn to obey ; 
Tribute they raife, and vows and offerings bring, 
Confcfs their phrenzy, and confirm their king. 
Who with their venom over-fpread thy foil, 
Thofe (corpions of the ftate, prefcnt their oil. 

So the world's Saviour, like a mortal drcft. 
Although by daily miracles confcft, 
Accus'd of evil do£bine by the Jews, 
Their rightful lord they impioully refufe ; 
But when they faw fuch terror in the ikies. 
The temple rent, their king in glory rife. 
Dread and amazement feiz'd the trembling crowd. 
Who, oonfcious of their crime, adoring bow'd. 
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TO THE KING. 

nn H O' traln'd in arms, and learn'd in martial aits^ 
•*• Thou chufeft not to conquer^en, but hcaits. 
E]^pe6ling nations for thy triumphs wait. 
But thou prtfcr'rt the name of juft to great. 
So Jove iulpcndb his fubjeft world to doom. 
Which would he pleafe to thuuder, he 'd confumc. 

O ! could the ghofts of mighty heroes dead 
Return on earth, and quit th' Ely(ian ihadcy 
Brutus to James would truft the people's cauici^ 
Thy juftice is a ftrongcr guard than laws : 
Marius and Sylla would re%n to thee, 
Nor Caefar, and great Pompey, rivals bc^ 
Or rivals only who Ihould bed obey, 
And Cato gives his voice for regal fyvsLj^ 

TO THE KING. 

TTEROES of old, by rapine and by fpoil, 
-■• -■• In Icarch of fame did all the world embroil. 
Thus to their gods each then ally'd his name. 
This fprangfrom Jove, and that from Titan came.. 
With equal valour, and the famefuccefs, 
Dread king, might'ft thou the univerfe opprefs. 
But chriftian laws conftrain thy martial pride, 
Peace is thy choice, and piety tliv guide ; 

By 
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By thy example kings are taught to fway. 
Heroes to fight, and faints may learn to pray. 
The Grecian leaders were but half divine ; 
Neftor in council, and Ulyfles fhine : 
But in the day of combat, all would yield 
To the fierce mafter of the feven-fold fliield. 
Their very deities were graced no more, 
Mars had the courage, Jove the thunder bore : 
But all perfe£t:ions meet in James alone, 
And Britain's king is all tlie gods in one* 

Mr. Waller to the Author, on his foregoing 
Verfes to the Kin g.. 

A N early plant, which fuch a bloflbm bears, 
•^ •*• And fhows a genius fo beyond his years, 
A judgement that could makefo fair a choice,. 
So high a fubjeft to employ his voice^ 
Still as it grows, how fwectly will he fing, 
Tlie growing grcatncft of our matchlefb^king? 

TO MR. W A L L E R. 

'\T7" HEN into Libya the young Grecian came, 

^^ To talk with Hammon, and confult for fame. 
When from the facred tripod where he flood, 
The prieft infpir'd faluted him a god ; 
Scarce fuch a joy that haughty vidl:or knew,. 
ftoown'd by heaven, as I thus prais'd by you. 
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Whoe'er their names can in thy numbers fhow. 
Have more than empire, and immortal grow ; 
Ages to come fhall fcom the powers of old, 
When in thy verfe of greater gods they 're told ; 
Onr beauteous queen, and martial monarch's namc^ 
For Jove and Juno Ihall be plac'd by Fame, 
Thy Charles for Neptune fhali the leas command. 
And Sachariffa (hall for Venus ftand ; , 

Greece fhall no longer boaft, nor haughty Rome, 
But think from Britain all the gods did come. 

T O T H E 
IMMORTAL MEMORY OF MR. WALLER, 

UPON HIS DEATH. 
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A Like partaking of celeflial fire, 
-^ ^ Poets and heroes to renown afpire ; 
Till, crown*d with honour and immortal Dame, 
By wit, or valour, led to equal fame. 
They mingle with the gods, that breathed the noble'j 

flame : 

Homer fhall lafl like Alexander long. 
As much recorded, and as often Tung. 

A tree of life is facred poetry ; 
Sweet is thy fruit, and tempting to the eye. 
Many there are who nibble without leave j 
But none, who arc not born to tafte, furvivc. 

Wallef 
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Waller fliall never die, of life fecurc, 
As long as Fame or aged Time endure : 
Waller, the Mufe's darling, free to tafte 
Of all their ftores, the mafter of the feaft ; 
Not like old Adam ftinted in his choice. 
But lord of all the fpacious pai-adife. 

Thofe foes to virtue, fortune, and mankind. 
Favouring his fame, once to do jullice join'd ; 
No carping critick interrupts his praife, 
No rival ftrives, but for a fecond place : 
No want conftrain'd, the writer's ufual fate ; 
A poet, with a plentiful cftate ; 
The firft of mortals, who before the tomb 
Struck the pernicious monfter. Envy, dumb, 
Malice and Pride # thofe favages, difarm'd ; 
Not Orpheus with fuch powerful magic charm'd. 
Scarce in the grave can we allow him more 
Than, living, we agreed to give before. 

His noble Mufe employed her generous rage 
In crowning virtue, fcorning to engage 
The vice and follies of an impious age : 
No fatyr lurks within this hallow'd ground. 
But nymphs and heroines, kings and gods abound. 
Glory, and arms, and love, is all the ibund : 
His Eden with no ferpcnt is defilM, 
But all is gay, delicious all, and mild. 

Miftaken men his Mufe of flattery blame, 
Adorning twice an impious tyrant's name: 
We raife our own, by giving fame to foes | 
The valour that he prais'd he did oppofe. 

K3 * '^^ 
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Nor were his thoughts to poetry confined, 
The ftate and bufinefs fhar'd his ample mind : 
As all the fair were captives to his wit. 
So fenatcs to his counfcls would fubmit : 
His voice fo fbfr, his eloquence foftrong. 
Like Cato*s was his fpeech, like Ovid's was his fong. 

Our Britilh kings are rais'd above the hcarfc. 
Immortal made in Lis immortal verfe ; 
No mor^ are Mars and Jove poetic themes, 
But the ccleftial Charles's and juft James : 
Juno and Pallas, all the ihining race 
Of heavenly beauties, to the queen give place ; 
Clear like her brow, and graceful was his fong. 
Great like her mind, and like her virtue flrong. 

Parent of gods, who do'ft to gods rdnovc, 
Where art thou plac'd, and which thy f:rat above ? 
Waller the god of verfe we will proclaim, 
Not Phoebus now, but Waller be his name; 
Of joyful bards the fweet ftraphic quire 
Acknowledge thee their oracle and fire j 
Tbt fpheres do homage, and the Mufes fing 
Waller the god of verfe, who was the king. 

ON THE QUEEN'S PICTURE, 
GIVEN IN EXCHANGE FOR ANOTHER. 

OF the rude Indians, artlefs and untaught. 
So brighteft jewels are with trifles bought : 
Dcceiv'd Ixion*s fate rcvcrs'd is lhow*d, 
Imperial Juno given for a c\«v]lA. O N 
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ON THE Q^U E E N. 

'1X7' HEN we refle6i: upon our charming queca, 

^ ^ Her wit, her beauty, her imperial mein : 
Majeftic Juno in her air we find. 
The form of Venus with Minerva's mind : 
Who was (6 graced, Ihe, fhe was fit alone 
With Royal James to fiil the Britiih throne. 



O 



♦T^O love, is to be doomed, in life, to fecb 

•*- What after death the tortur'd meet in hell. 
The voiturc dipping in Prometheus' iide 
His bloody beak, with his torn liver dy*d. 
Is Love : the flone that -labours up the hill, 
Mocking the labourer's toil, returning (lill, 
Is Love : thofc ftrcaras where Tantalus is curd 
To fit, and never drink, with endlefsthirfl, 
Thofe loaden boughs that with their burtlien bend 
To court his tade, and yet efcape his hand, 
AH this is Love, that to diffembled joys 
Invites vain mcni and real griefs deflroys. 



K 4 THE 
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THE 
PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 

^ I ^ H E God of Day, defccnding from above, 
•*" Mixt with the Sea, and got the Queen of Love j 
ficauty, that fires the world, 'twas fit ihould rife 
From liim alone, who lights the flars and (kies. 

In Cyprus long, by men and gods obeyed. 
The lover's toil fhe gratefully repaid ; 
Promifcuoiw bleflings to her (laves aflign'd, ' 
And fhcw'd the world that Ijeauty Ihould be kind. 
Learn by this pattern, all ye fair, to charm ; 
Bright be your beams, but without fcorching warm. 
Helen was next from Greece toPhrygia brought. 
With much expcnce of blood and empire fought 5 
Beauty and love the nobleft caufc afford 
That can try valour, or employ the fword : 
>2ot men alone, incited by her charms, 
But heaven 's concern'd, and ail the gods take arms. 
I'hc happy Trojan, glorioufly polfeft. 
Enjoys, and lets dcfpairing fools conteft : 
•* Secure, faid he, of that for which they fight, 
*» Theirs be the toil, and mine be the delight; 
<* Your dull rcfledllons, moralifts, forbear; 
«• His title 's bcft, who beft can pleafe the fair." 
Ten years, a noble fpace ! he kept his hold ; 
>k)r loft, till Beauty was dccay'd and old, 
And Love by long poifcJIion pallM and cold. 

And 
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And now the gods, in pity to the cares, 
The fierce defircs, divilions, and delpairs 
Of tortur*d men, while Beauty was confin'd, 
Rcfolv'd to multiply the charming kind. 
Greece was the land where this bright race begun> 
And faw a thoufand rivals to the fun ; 
Hence foUow'd arts, each ftudyingwith care 
Some new produftion to delight the fair. 
Xo bright Egeria, Socrates retired j 
His wifdom grew but as his love infpir'd : 
Thofe rocks and oaks that fuch emotions felt. 
Were cruel maids, whom Orpheus taught to melt r 
Mufic and fongs, and every way to move 
The ravilh'd heart, were feeds and plants of love. 

The gods, entic'd by fo divine a birth, 
Dcfcend from heaven to this new heaven on earth 5 
Thy wit, O Mercury, 's no defence from love, 
Nor, Mars, thy target, nor thy thunder, Jove. 
The mad immortals, in a thoufand fliapcs. 
Range the wide globe; fome yield, fome fuffer rapes ; 
Invaded, or dcceiv'd, not one cfcapes : 
The wife, though a bright goddefs, thus gives place 
To mortal concubines of frefli embrace: 
By fuch examples were we taught to fee 
The life and foul of love is fweet variety. 

In thofe firft times, ere charming womankind 
Rcform'd their pleafures, polifliing the mind. 
Rude were their revels, and obfcene their joys, 
The broils of drunkards, and the lull of boys ; 

Phoiibu^ 
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Fhcebus laments for Hyacinthus dead, 
And JunOy jealous, (lorms at Ganymede. 

Return, my Mufe, and clofe that odious (bene, 
llorftain thy vcrfe with images unclean : 
Of Beauty fing, her (hining progrefs view. 
From clime to clime the dazzling light purTue, 
Tell how the goddcfs fpread, and how in empire grew. 
Let others govern or defend the ftate, 
Plead at the bar, or manage a debate ; 
In lofty arts and fciences excel. 
Or in proud domes employ their boafled (kill, 
To marble and to brafs fuch features give, 
The metal and the flone may fceni to live ; 
Defcribe the ibrs and planetary way. 
And trace the fooifteps of eternal day 5 
Be this, my Mufe, thy pleafure and thy care, 
A flave to beauty to record the fair ; 
Sill wandering in Love's fvveet delicious maze. 
To fing the triumphs of a heavenly face, 
Of lovely dames, who with a fmile or frown 
Subdue the proud, the fuppliant lover crown ; 
From Venus down to Mira bring thy fong, 
To thee alone fuch tender taiks belong. 

From Greece to Afiic Beauty takes her flight. 
And ripens with her near approach to light : 
Frown not, ye fair, to hear of fwarthy dames 
With radiant eyes, that take unerring aimr? 
Beauty by no complexion is dcfinM, 
Is of all colours, and to none confin'd : 

Jewels 
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Jewels that Ihine in^ld or filver fct, 

As fparkling and as precious are in jet. 

Here Cleopatra, with a liberal heart. 

Bounteous of love, improvMthe joy whh art; 

The firft who gave recruited ilaves to know 

That the rich pearl was of more ufe than (how j 

Who with high meats, or a luxurious draught. 

Kept love for ever flowing and full fraught. 

Julius and Anthony, thofe lords of all, 

I^ow at her feet prefent the conquer'd ball ; 

Thofe dreadful eagles, that had fac'd the fun 

From pole to pole, at length fall dazzled down. 

Her dying truth fome generous tears would coft, 

But t?hat her fate infpir'd " The World Well Loft* j'». 

Wkh fccret -pride the ravifliM Muffs view 

The image of that death which Dryden drew. 

Pleas'd in fuch happy climates, warm and bright. 
Love for fome ages revel*d with delight : 
The martial Moors, in gallantry refin'd. 
Invent new arts to make their charmers kind : 
See! in the 'lifts, by golden barriers bound. 
In warlike ranks they wait the trumpet's found t 
•Some love-device is wrought on every Avord, 
And every ribbon bears fome myftic word : 
As when we fee the winged winds engage. 
Mounted on couriers foaming flame and rage, 

^ All for Love J or, The World Well Loft, written 
•by Mr. Dryden. 

Ruftling 
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Ruftling from every quarter of die fky. 
North, eady and weft, in airy iwiftnefs rie^ 
One cloud repuls'dy new combatants prepare 
To meet as fierce, and form a thundering war: 
So when the trumpet (bunding gives the iign* 
The juftling chiefs the rude rencounter join ; 
So meet, and fo renew the dextrous fight. 
Each fair beholder trembling for her knight ; 
Their clattering arms with the fierce ihock refound. 
Helmets and broken lances fpread the ground. 
Still as one falls another rulbes in. 
And all muft be o'ercome, or none can win : 
The viftor, from the glittering dame, whofe eyes 
Aided his conquering arm, receives a precious prize. 

Thus flouriih'd Love, and Beauty reign'd in ilate> 
Till the proud Spaniard gave thofe glories date : 
Pad is the gallantry, the fame remains, 
Tranfmitted fafc in Dryden's lofty fccnes : 
Granada '^ loll, behold her pomps reftor'd. 
And Almahide f again by kings ador'd. 

Love, driven thence, to colder Britain flies. 
And with bright eyes the diftant fun fupplies ; 
Romances, that relate the dreadful fights. 
The loves and prowcfs of adventurous knights. 
To animate their rage, a kifs, record. 
From Britain's faircft nymph, was the reward. 

* The Conqueft of Granada, written by Mr. Dryden. 
t The part of Almahide^ attcd by Nell Gwyn. 

5 Thus 
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Thus ancient to Love's empire was the claim 
'Of Britifli beauty^ and (b wide the farne^ 
Which like oiir flag upon the Teas gives law. 
By right avow'd, and keeps the world in awe. 

Our gallant kings, of whom long annals prove 
The mighty deeds, ftand as renown'd for lovej 
A monarch's right o'er beauty they may claim. 
Lords of that ocean from whence beauty came. 
Thy Rofamond, great Henry, on the ftage 
By a late Mufe prefented in our age, 
Wi'th aching hearts and flowing eyes we view. 
While that diffembled death prefents the true « 
In Bracegirdle the perfons fo agree> 
That all fcems real the fpc6tators fee. 

Of Scots and Gauls defeated, and their kings 
Tliy captives, Edward, Fame for ever fings ; 
Like thy high deeds thy noble loves are prais'd. 
Who haft to Love the nobleft trophy raisM : 
Thy ftatucs, Venus, though by Phidia's hand 
Deiign'd impnoral, yet no longer ftand ; 
The magic of thy fhining zone is paft, 
But Salift>ury*s garter ftiall for ever laft ; 
Which, through the world by living monarchs wom^ 
Adds grace to fceptres, and does crowns adorn. 

If fuch their fame, who gave thefe rites divine 
To &cred Love, O what diftionour 's thine. 
Forgetful queen, who fever'd that bright head 
Which diarm'd two mighty monarchs to her bed t 
Hadft thou been bom a man, thou hadft not err'd. 
Thy fame had liv'dy and beauty been preferr'd. 
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But ah ! what mighty magic can aflwage 

A woman's envy, and a bi^ot*s rage ! 

Love tir'd at length, Love that delights to fmile^ 

Flying from icenes of horror, quits our ifle ; 

With Charles the Cupids and the Graces gone. 

In exile- live, for Love and he were one. 

With Claries he wanders, and foe Charles he moufns ; 

But oh, how tierce the joy when Charles returns I 

As eager flames, with oppoAtion pent. 

Break out im^^tuous when they find a veut ! 

Asa fierce torrent hinder'd in his race. 

Forcing his way, rolls with redoubled pace ; 

From the loud palace to tlie filent grove. 

All by the king's example live, and love : 
The Muff s with diviner voices fing, 
And a'l rejoice to pleafe the god-like king. 
Then Waller in immortal verle proclaims 
The (hining court, and all the glittering dames. 
Thy beauty, Sidney *, like Achilles-' fword,. 
Rcfifllefs (lands, upon as fure record ; 
The foremoft hero, and the brighteft dame, 
Both fung alike,, (hall have their fate the lame. 
And now, my Mufe, a nobler fong prepare. 
And fing it loud, that heaven and earth may hear. 
Behold from Italy a %vandering ray 
Of moving light illuminates the day,. 

* "tht Lady Dorothy Sidney, telel 'rated under the 
name of SacharilTa. 

Northward 
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Northward ihe bends, majeftically bright. 
And here (he fixes her imperial light. 
Be bold, be bold, my Mule, nor fear to raifc 
Thy voice to her who was thy earlieft praife : 
What though the fullcn fates rcfufe to ihine> 
Or frown fevLre on thy audacious line; 
Keep thy bright theme within thy l!eady %ht. 
The cJouds (hall fly before the dazzling light. 
And evcrlafting day dire£^ thy lofty flight : 
Thou who haft never yet put on difguife 
To flatter folly or defcend* to vice. 
Let no vain fear thy generous ardour tame. 
But fland ereft, and found as loud as Fame. 

As when our eye, fome profpc6t to purfuc,. 
Dcfccnding from a hill, looks round to view, 
PaflTes o'er lawns and meadows, till it gains 
Some beauteous fpot, and fixing there, remains :; 
With equal* rapture my tranfported Mufe, 
Flies other objects this bright theme to chufe. 
Queen of our hearts, and charmer of our fight, 
A monarch's pride, his glory, and delight, 
Princefs ador'd and lov'd*, if verfe can give 
A deathlefs name, thine fliall for ever live ; 
Invok'd where'er the Britifh lion roars, 
Extended as the (eas that gird the Britifh fhores. 
The wife immortals in their feats above. 
To crown tlieir labours, flill appointed Love : 
Phoebus enjoy'd the goddefs of the Sea,, 
Alcides had Omphalc, Jiunes hat Thee. 

O ha^^^ 
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O happy James ! content thy mighty mind. 

Grudge not the world, for fliil thy queen is kind $ 

To lie but at whofe feet, more glory brings* 

Than 'tis to tread on fceptres and on kings : 

Secure of empire in that beauteous bread. 

Who would not give their crowns to be fb bleft ? 

Was Helen half fo fair, fo form*d for joy. 

Well chofe the Trojan, and well burnt was Troy. 

But ah ! what flrange viciintudes of fate, 

What chance attends on every worldly ftatc ! 

As when the (kics were fack*d, the conquered gods, 

Compcli'd from heaven, forfook their bleft abodes i 

Wandering in woods they fled from den to den, 

Or, leading flocks, turn'd hirelings to men : 

Or, as the llately pine erefting high 

Her beauteous branches, (hooting to the fky. 

If ftrucken by the thunderbolt of Jove, 

Down falls at once the pride of all the grove. 

Level with ioweft earth lies the tall head. 

That rear'd aloft, as to the clouds was fprcad : 

So 

But ceafe, my Mufe, thy colours are too faint, 
Hide with a veil thofe griefs that none can paint : 
This fun is fet---but fee in bright array 
What hofts of heavenly light recruit the day ! 
Love in a ihining galaxy appears 
Triumphant ftill, and Grafton leads the ftars : 
Ten thoufand loves ten thoufand feveral ways 
Invade the lookers-on, who die to gaze. 

Knowing 
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Knowing our dooms, as to the Syren's voice. 
So fweet 's th' enchantment, that our fate *s our choice.. 
Who moft refembles her, Ut next be nam'd, 
Villiers for wifdom as for beauty famM : 
©f a high race that conquering Beauty brings 
To charm the world, and fubje.6^s.raake of kings. 
With what delight my Mufe to Sandwich flics, 
Whofe wit is piercing as^her fparkling eyes ; 
Ah ! how (he mounts, and fpreads her aery wings,^ 
And tunes her voice, when fh^ of Ormond fings,, 
Of radiant Ormond, only fit to ha 
The fuccefTor of beauteous Oflbr)*. 
JQLichmond's a title that but nam'd implies 
Majedic graces and vidlorlous eyes j 
Holmes and St. Albans rich in charms- appear ;• 
Hyde Venus is, the Graces are Kildare : 
By Eflex^ and: fair Rutenberg, we find. 
That beauty to no climate is con fin M. 
Rupert, of royal blood, with modeft grace,, 
Bluihes to hear the triumphs of her face. 
Carelcfs, but yet fecure of conqueft ilillr 
Lu'fon, unaiming, never fails to kill^^, 
GuiltleTs of pride, to captivate, or fliine, 
Bright without art, (he wounds without defiga» 
But Wyndham like a tyrant throws the dart, 
Ani takes a cruel pleafure in the fmart ; 
Froud of the ravage that her beauties m^ke, 
Pdighis in wounds, and kiUs fcr kiJling-fakej. 

* Lady Gowcr.. 
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Aflciting the dominion of her eyes, 
As heroes fight, for glory, not for prize. 
The llvilful Mufe's tarlieft care has been 
The praifc of never-fading Mazarin ; 
The poet * and his tliemc, in fpiglu of Time, 
For ever young, enjoy an endlefs piime. 
With charms fo numerous Myra can furprizc. 
The lover knows not by which dart he dies ; 
So thick the volley, and the wound fo furc. 
No flight can fave, no remedy tan cure. 
Yet dawning in her infincy of light, 
O fee another BrudtncH heavenly bright. 
Bom to fulfil the glories of her line. 
And fix Love's empire in that race divine. 
Fain would my Mufc to Stowel bend her fight, 
But turns aftonifii'd from the dazzling light. 
Nor dares attempt to climb the ficcpy flight. 

O Kncllcr ! like thy pi6hires were my fong, 
Clear like thy paint, and like thy pencil ibnong, 
Thefc matchlcfs beauties fliould recorded be 
Immortal in my vcrfe, as in thy gallery f. 

* St. Evremond, who has celebrated Madam Mazarin 
under the name of Hortenfe. 

t The p:allery of beauties at Hampton Court, drawn 
by Sir Godfrey Kneller. 
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O N M y LA D.Y H y D E> 
HAVING THE SMALL-POX. 

O C ARCE could the general joy for Mohun appear, 

*^ But new attempts ihow other dangers near ; 

Beauty 's attack'd in her imperial fort. 

Where all her Loves and Graces keep their court. 

In her chief refidence bcfiegM at laft, 

Laments to fee her faircft fields laid wafte. 

On things immortal all attempts are vain, 
Tyrant Difeafe, 'tis lofs of time and pain ; 
Olut thy wild rage, and load thee with rich prize, 
Torn from her cheeks, her fragrant lips and C) cs. 
As much vermilion, as much iuflre take. 
As might^a Helen or a Venus make ; i ' 

Like Thetis (he (hall fruftrate thy vain rape, 
And in variety of charms cfcapc. 
The twinkling ftars drop numbcrlcfs each night. 
Yet fhines the radiant firmament as bright ; 
So from the ocean Ihould the rivers diain. 
Still would enough to drown the world remain. 
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Y O M Y R A. 

\fT A R N' D and made wife by others, flame^ 
^^ I fled from whence fuch mifchiefs came^ 
$hunniDg the {en, that kilis at fight, 
I fought my fafoty in my flight* 

But ah ! in vain from fate we fly i 
For, firft or lafl, as all muft die» 
So 'ti& as much decreed above. 
That, flift or laft, wt all muik love. 

My heart, that flood fo long the fliock 
Of winds and waves, like ibme Arm rocky. 
By one bright fpark from Myra thrown,. 
Is into flame, like powder, blown. 

TO MYRA* 

SONG. 

FOOLISH Love, begone, faid I,. 
Vain are thy attempts on me^ 
Thy foft allurements I defy ; 
Women, thofc fair diflemblers, fly y 
My heart *s not made for thcc. 

Love heard, and flrait prepared a dart f 

Myra, revenge my caufe, faid he. 
Too fure 'twas fhot; I feel the fmart, 
Jr rends my brain, and tears my heart : 
O I^ve ! my conqueror, p\t^ mc, TO 



TO M y R A* 

THE SURRENDER, 

T^OW fly, Difcretion, to toy aid, 
•-^ See haughty Myra, fair and bright. 
In all the potnp of love array*d j 

Ah, how I tremble at her light ! 
"^he comes'! fhe comes ! before her all 

Mankind doe« proflrate falk 
1-ove, a deftroyer fierce and young, 
Adventurous, terrible, and 'ftiong, 
Cruel a^d ra(h; delighting ftill to vex, 

Sparing nor age iror fex, 
Commands in chief : well fortifyM he lies. 
And from het' lips, her cheek», her eyes. 
All oppoiition he defies. 
Keafon, Love's old invctera^te foe. 
Scarce ever reconciled till now, 
Reafon affifts her too. 
A wife commander he, for council fit, 
£ut nice and <coy, nor has been ieen to fie 
In modern fynods, nor -appeared of late 
in courts or camps, or in affairs of ftatcj 

Reafon proclaims them all his foes, 
Who fuch rcfiftlefs charms oppofe. 
My very bofom-friends make war 
Wkhia my brcaU, and in her intcrcfts aret 
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Eftcem and Judgment with ftrong Fancy join. 

To call the fair invader in j 
My darling favourite. Inclination too. 

All, all confpiring with the foe 
Ah ! whither ihall I fly to hide 
My wcakncfs from the conqueror's pride ? 
Now, now, Difcretion be my guide ! 

But lee, this mighty Archimedes too 
Surrenders now j 

Prefuming longer to rcfift. 
His very name 

Difcretion mud difclaim. 
Folly and Madnefs only would pcrfift. 

TO M Y R A. 

SONG. 

I* L L tell her the next time, (aid I : 
In vain ! in vain ! for when I try, 
Upon my timorous tongue the trembling accents die. 
Alas ! a thoufand thoufand fears 
Still over-awe when (he appears. 
My breath is (pent in fighs, my eyes aredroWn'd in tears. 
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^ T O M Y R A. 

LOVING AT FIRST SIGHT. 

I. 

NO warning of th* approaching flame^ 
Swiftly like fuddcn death it came. 
Like travellers by lightning kilVd, 
I burnt the moment I beheld. 

IL 
In whom (b many charms are plac'd> 
Is with a mind as nobly grac'd ; 
The cafe, fo fhining to behold, 
Is fill'd with richeil gems and gold. 

III. 
To what my^yes admifd before, 
I add a thoufand graces more ; 
And fancy blows into a flame 
The ipark that from her beauty came. 

IV. 
The obje£l thus improv'd by thought. 
By my own image I am caught : 
Pygmalion fo, with fatal ait, 
Polilh'd the form that flung his heart. 



L4 TO 



t «^ u 



TO M Y R A. 

J. 
'ITT H E N wHt thou break, my ftubborn heart ? 

^^ O Death, how ilow to-take myjifut.l 
Whatever I purfue, denies. 
Death, Deathatfeif^ like Myra flies. 

IL 
Love and Defpair, like twins, pofTcft 
At the fame faul birth my breafl : 
"No hope could be, her fcom was ail 
That to my dellin'd lot could fall. 

III. 
I thought, alas ! that Love could dwell 
But in warm qlimes, where no fnow fell ^ 
3^ike plants, that kindly heat require^ 
To be maintained by coniUnt fire. 

IV. 
That without hope 'twould die as foon# 
A little hope— but I have none. 
On air the poor Camelions thrive^ 
Deny'd ev'n that, my love can live. 

V. 
As toughed trees in ilorms are bred. 
And grow in fpite of winds, and fpread^ 
The more the temped tears and (hakes 
Mf iove, the deeper xoot it takes* 

H VL Defpiii 



TO M Y R A. ^J3 

VI. 
'Dtfyalr^ that aconite does prove. 
And certain death to other's iove ; 
That poifon, never yet withftood. 
Does nourifh mine, and>turns to food* 

VII. ' 
O ! for what crime is my torn heart 
Condemri'd to fuffer deathlefs fmarti 
Like fad Prometheus, thus to lie 
Jn endlefs pain, and never die. 

IN PRAISE OF MYRA. 

I. 

*TnUNE, time thy lyre; begin, myMufej 
•*• What nymph, what queen, what goddefs wilt cho« 
•cTiufe ? 
Whofe praifes fing ? what charmer's name 
Tranfmit immortal down to fame ? 
Strike, Riikt thy firings ; let Echo take the (bund. 
And bear it far, to all the mountains rotmd : 
Pindus again iball hear, again rejoice. 
And Haemus too, as when th' enchanting voice 
Of tuneful Orpheus charm-d the grove. 
Taught oaks to dance, and made the cedars move. 
II. 
Nor Venus, nor Diana, will we name, 
Myra is Venus and Diana too ; 
AU that was feiga'd of them, apply'd to her, is true ; 
Then ^g^ my Muic; let Mjra be your theme. 
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As when the fhtpherds woulJ a garland make, 
They fearch with pains the flagrant meadows round. 
Plucking but here and there, and only take 
The fweetcll flowers, with which fome nymph is 

croun'd : 
In framing Myra fo divinely fair, 
Nature has taken the fame care ; 
AH tliat is lovely, noble, good, we fee, 
All| beauteous Myra, all bound up in thee. 

III. 
Where Myra is, there is the Queen of Love, 
Th* Arcadian paftures, and tlie Cyprian grove : 
When Myra walks, fo charming is her mien. 
In every motion every grace is feen : 
When Myra fpeaks, fo juft 's the fcnfc and flrong^^ 
So fweet *s the voice, *tis like the Mufcs (bng. 
Place me on mountains of eternal fnow. 
Where all is ice, all winter winds that blow; 
Or call me underneath the burning line. 

Where everlafting fun docs fliine, 
Where all is fcorch'd— -whatever you decree. 

Ye gods ! whatever 1 ihaii be, 
Myi-a Ihall dill be lov'd, and lull ador'd by me. 
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My Lady Hyde, fitting for her Pidure. 

"ITyTH I LE Knellcr with inimitable art 
^ ^ Attempts that face, whofe prim *s on every hearty 
The poet with a pencil lefs confin'd • 
Shall draw her virtues, and dcfcribc her mind » 
Unlock the fhrine, and to the fight unfold 
The fccrct gems, and all the inward gold. 
To only patterns do the Mufes name 
Of perfeft beauty, but of guilty fame : 
A Venus and a Helen have been feea 
Both perjur'd wives, the goddefs and the queen : 
In this, the third, are reconcil'd atlaft 
Thofc jarring attributes of fair and chaile. 
This dazzling beauty is a lovely cafe 
Of (hining virtue, fpotlcfs as her face. 
With graces that attra6b, but not enfiiarey 
Divinely good, as fhe 's divinely fair ; 
With beauty nor aflre6^cd, vain, nor proud. 
With grcatnefs cafy, afiablc, and good. 
Others by guilty artifice, and arts 
Of promisM kindnefs, prad^ife on our hearts^ 
With expectation blow the padion up j 
She faAs the tire without one gale of hope : 
Like th€ chafte moon (he fhines to all mankind. 
But to Endymion is her love confinM. 
What cruel deftiny on beauty waits. 
When on one face depend To many fates ! 
Oblig'd by honour to relieve but one, 
Vohappy men by thoufands are uivdonc. 
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Written in a 'Garden in the NortK 

TTT H AT charm is this, that in the midft of fnoti^ 
^^ Of ftorms And blafts, the nobleft fruits do growl 
Melons on. beds of ioe are taught to bear* 
And ftrangers to the fun, yet ripen here : 
On frozen ground the fweeteft flowers arife, 
Unfeen by any iight but Flavians eyes : 
'Where*er fhe treads, beneath the charmer's feet 
The rofe, the jafmine, and the lilies meet : 
Where'er (he looks, behold fome ^ddcfn 'birth 
. Adorns the trees, and fru£^es the earth : 
In midftof mountains and unfruitful ground, 
As rich an Eden as the firft is found. 
In this new paradifc fhe reigns in ilate 
With fovereign pride, difdainf ul of a mate ; 
Xjike the firfl charmer fair, but not fu fi-ail, 
Againft whofe virtue all temptations fail .* 
Beneath thofe beams that fcorch us from her eyes^ 
Her fnowy bofom ftiil uwnclted lies : 
Love from her lips fpreads «!! his odours round. 
But bears an ice, and fprings from frozen ground* 
So cold the clime that can fuch wonders bear. 
The garden feems an embkai of the f«ir. 



TO 
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TO DAPHNE. 

A Roman and a Greek eur praife divide, 
Nor caiii we yet who bell deferv'd decide : 
Behold two? mightier conquerops^ appear, 
Some for your wit, fome for your eyes declare. 
Debates arife which captivates us moft,. 
And none can tell the charm- by which he 's lo(L 
The bow and quiver does Diana> bear, 
Cybel the lions, Pallas has the fpear ; 
Poets fuch emblems to their gods aflign, 
Hearts bleeding by the dart and pen be thine. 



T a A 
VERY LEARNED YOUNG LADT^ 

LOVE, like a tyrant whom no laws. conftram. 
Now for fome ages kept the world in pain ^ j 
Beauty by vaft deftru£Uons got renown. 
And lovers only by their rage were known ^ 
But Delia, more aufpicious to mankind. 
Conquering the heart, as. much ii.llru6l8 the mind^ 
Bleft in the fate of her vi£^orious eyes. 
Seeing, we love, and hearing, we grow wife : 
So Rome, for wifdom as for conqueft fam'd, 
Improy'd with arts whom, ihe by arms had tam'd. , 

Ai»N^ 
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Above the clouds is placM this glorious light, 
Kothing lies hid from her enquiriog fight ; . 
Athens aVid Rome for arts reftor'd, rejoice, 
Their language takes new mufic from her voice. 
Learning and Love in the fame feat we find. 
So bright her form, and fo adom'd 's her mind. 

Long has Minerva govern'd in the fkies. 
But now dcfceuds, confcft to "human eyes : 
Behold in Delia that infpiring queen 
Whom learned Athens fo ador'd unfcen. 



THYRSIS AND DELIA. 

T H YRS I S. 

DELIA, how long muft I dcfpair. 
And tax you with difdain. 
Still to my tender love fcverc, 
Untouch'd whea I complain > 

DELIA. 

When men of equal merit love us. 

And do with equal ardour fue, 
Thyrfis, you know but one can move us ; 
Csai I be yours and Strephon*s too ? 
My eyes view both with mighty pleafurc. 

Impartial to your high dcfert. 
To both alike cfteem I meafure. 

To one alone can give my heart. 

r THYRSIS 



THYRSIS AND DELIA. 15^ 

T H Y R S I S. 
Mvftcrious guide of inclination. 

Tell me, ryi-ant, why am J, 
With equal merit, equal pafllon. 
Thus the victim chofe to dit ? 

Why am I 
The victim chofe to die ? 

DELIA. 

On l^atc alone depends fuccefj!, 

And Fancy Rcafcn over-rules. 
Or, why fhould virtue ever mifs 

Reward, fo often given to fools ? 
*Tis not the valiant nor the witty, 

But who alone is born to pleale. 
Love does predcftinate our pity ; 
• Wc chufe but whom he firll decrees. 



MY LADY HYDE. 

"ITTHEfN fam*d ApcUes fought to frame 

^^ Some image of th' Idalian dame. 
To fumifh graces for the piece 
He fumjnon'd all the nymphs of Greece j 
So many mortals were combinM, 
To fhow how one immortal ihin'd. 
Had Hyde thus fat by proxy too. 
As Venus then was faid to do, 
Venus herfelf, and all the train 
Of goddeifes had fummon'd been 1 

1 TV*. 
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The painter muft have fcarchM the fiueai 
To match the luftre of her eyes. 

Comparing then, while thus we view- 
The ancient Venus, and' the new^ 
In her we many mortals fee, 
^s many goddelTes in thee* 

AN AF0L0 6Y 

^ 0< R AN 

UNSEA&^ONABLE. SURPRIZE.. 

FAireft Zelinda, ceafeto chide, or grieve,. . 
Nor blufh at joys that only you can give. 
Who with bold eyes farveyM thofe matchlbfs chamty, 
Is punilh'd, feeing in another's arms. 
With greedy looks he views each naked part-, 
Joy feeds his fight, and enjry tears his heart* 
So caught was ^'^rs, and Mercury aloud 
Proclaimed his grief, that he was not the god : 
So to be caught was every god's dcfire ; 
Nor lefs than Venus can Zelinda fire. 
Forgive him then, thou more than heavenly firir^ 
Forgive his railmefs, punifh'd-by defpair. 
All that we know which wretched mortals feci 
In thofe fad regions where the tortur'd dwell. 
Is that they fee the raptures of the bleft. 
And view the joys that they muft never taile* 

MYRA 
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MYRA SINGING. 

TH E Syrens, once deluded, vainly charm'd j 
Ty*d to the mail, UlylTes fail'd unharmed : 
Had Myra*s voice enticM his liilcning ear. 
The Greek had ftopt, and would have dy'd to hear. 
When Myra fings, we feck th' inclianting found. 
And biefs the notes, that can (o fweetly wound : 
What mufick needs mud dwell upon that tongue. 
Whole fpeech is tuneful as another's fong ? 
Such harmony, fuch wit, a face fo fair. 
So many pointed arrows who can bear ? 
Who from her wit, or from her beauty flics. 
If with her voice Ihe overtakes him, dies. 
Like foldiers fo in battle we fucceed. 
One peril 'fcaping, by another bleed ; 
In vain the dart or glittering fword we fliun. 
Condemned to perilh by the ilaughtering gun. 

MYRA IN HER RIDING HABIT. 

"ITT* HEN Myra in her fex's garb we fee, 
^^ The Queen of Beauty then fhe feems to be | 
Now, fair Adonis, in this male-difguife. 
Or Cupid, killing with his mother's eyes : 
No ftile of empire chang'd by this remove, 
Who fecm'd the Goddefs, feems the God of Love. 

M SONG 
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SONG TO M Y R A. 



■pOrfakcn of my kindly ftars, 

■*• Within thy melancholy grove 

I wade my days and nights in tears, 

A viftim to ungrateful love. 
The happy ftill untimely end : 

Death flies from grief ; or why ihould I 
So many hours in forrow fpcnd, 

Wilhing, alas ! in vain to die > 
Yc powers ! take pity of my pain, 

This, only this, is my dcCvc ; 
Ah ! take from Myra her difdain, 

Or let me with this figh expire. 



SONG TO MYRA. 

WH Y ihould a heart Co tender break ? 
O Myra ! give its anguilh eafe : 
The ufe of beauty you miftake, 
Not meant to vex, but pleafe. 
Thofe lips for fmiling were de(ign*d. 

That bofom to be preft, 
Your eyes to languifh and look kind, 

For amorous arms your waile : 
Each thing has its appointed right 
, EftablifliM by the powers above ; 
The fvn and ftars give warmth and light, 
The fair diflributc \o\e. 
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TO M Y R A* 

^T Alurc, indulgent, provident, and kind, 
' ■*-^ In all things that excel fome ufe delign*d. 
The radiant fun, of every heavenly light 
The firft, did Myra not difpute that f^ht, 
Send^ from above ten thoufand bleffings dowil. 
Nor is he fet fo high for (how alone ; 
His beams reviving with aufpicious fire. 
Freely we all enjoy what all admire. 
The moon and ftars, thofe faithful guides of nighty 
Are plac'd to help, not entertain, the fight. 
Plants, fruits, and flowers j the fertile fields produce^ 
Not for vain ornament, but wholefome ule ; 
Health theyreftorc, and nourifhment they give. 
We fee with pleafure, but we tafte to live* 
Then think liot, Myta, that thy form was meant 
More to create defire, than to content : 
Would the juft gods fo many charms provide 
Only to gratify a mortal's pride ? 
Would they have rais'd thee fo above thy fcX 
Only to play the tyrant, and to vex ? 
'Tis impious pleafure to delight in harm. 
And beauty ihould be kind, as well as charm. 



Ml lA^X^^w'^ 
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MYRA'S PARROT, 

T N thofe firft time*, when nymphs were rude an 
•*• The gods difguis'd, laid ambufhes for joy ; 
Prom Jove in feathers, harmlefs to the fight, 
Lxda, without a bluih, accepts delight. 
Myra, as chafte as Laeda, and more fair. 
Forgive an anxious lover's jealous care. 
And O take heed, for, if fuch tales were true. 
The gods may pradlife thefe defigns on you; 
Their heaven and all their brightnefs they will qu 
For any form, that may to you admit. 
See, how the wanton bird, at every glance, 
Spreads his gay plumes, and feels an amorous tra 
Preft by that hand, he melts at every touch ; 
Preft by that hand, who would not melt as much 
The Queen of Beauty Ihall forfake the dove. 
Henceforth the parrot be the bird of love. 



TO M Y R A, 

SINCE truth and conflancy are vain, 
Since neither love, noV fenfe of pain, 
Kor force of reafon, can perfuade. 
Then let example be obey'd. 

In courts and cities, could you fee 
How well the wanton fools agree. 



T O M Y R A* i^S 

Were all the curtains drawn, you'd find 
Scarce one, perhaps, but who is kind» 

Minerva, naked from above 
With Venus, and the wife of Jove, 
Expofing every beauty bare, 
Defcended to the Trojan heir j 
Yet this was Ihc whom poets name 
Goddefs of Charity and Fame. 

Penelope, her loi-d away. 
Gave amorous audiences all the day ; 
Now round the bowl the fuitors fit. 
With wine provoking mirth and wit : 
Then down they take the ftubbom bow ; 
Their ftrength, it fcems, (he needs muft know : 
Tlius twenty cheerful winters paft, 
Shc*s yet immortal! z'd for chafte. 

Smile, Myra, then j reward my flame, 
And be as much fecure of fame : 
By ail thofc matchlefs beauties fir'd, 
By my own matchlefs love infpir'd, 
So will I fing, fuch wonders write, 
That, when th* aftonilh'd world fliall cite 
A nymph of fpotlefs worth and fame, 
Myia fliall be th' immortal name, 
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THE DISCOVERY. 

TO THE COUNTESS OF N— 



TXT I T H Myra*s charms, and my extreme dcfpair, 
^ ^ Long has my Mufc amaz'd the reader's car, 
My friends with pity heard the mournful found, 
And all enquir'd who gave the fatal wound ; 
Th' aftonifli'd world beheld an endlefs flamet 
Ne'er to be quench'd, and knew not whence it came ; 
Sic fcatter'd fire from burning ^tna flies. 
Yet none can tell fiom whence thofe flames arifc. 

My timorous tonjjue, ftill trembling to confcfs, 
Fearful to name, would fain have had lier guefs j 
Slight paliions with great eafc we can unfold. 
Were my love lefs, my tongue had been more bold ; 
But who can live, and endlefs torments feel ? 
CompcU'd by racks, the moft refolv'd reveal 
Thofe fecrets, that their prudence would concral. 
My weeping Mufe, oppreft with hopelcfs vows. 
Flics to lier feet, and thus for mercy bows. 

Survey your fclF, and then forgive your flave. 
Think what a paflion fuch a form muft have ; 
Who can, unmov'd, behold that heavenly face, 
Thofe radiant eyes, and that refiftlefs grace ? 
My vows to Myra all were meant to thee. 
The praife, thie love, the matchlefs conftancy. 
'Twas thus of old, when all th' immortal dames 
Were gnc*d by poets, each with fcycral names ; 
m For 
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TO THE COUNTESS OF N. 167 
For Venus, Cytherea was invoked. 
Altars for Pallas, to Athena firokM : 
Such names were theirs ; and thou the mod divine, 
MoftlovM of heavenly beuties, Myra 's thine. 

M Y R A AT A REVIEW. 

T E T meaner beauties conquer fingly ftill, 
■*-' But haughty Myra will by thoufands kill. 
Through armed ranks triumphantly Ihe drives. 
And with one glance commands ten thouland I'lv^i 
The trembling heroes nor refill nor fly, 
But at the head of all their fquadrons die. ^ 

TO MYRA. 

SO calm and fo ferenc but now. 
What means this change on Myra's brow ? 
Her aguifh love now glows and burns, 
Then diills and Ihakcs, and the cold fit returns. 

II. 
Moc;k*d with deluding looks and fmilcs. 
When on her pity I depend. 
My aery hope (he foon beguiles. 
And laughs, to fee my torments never end. 

III. 
So up the fteepy hill with pain 
The weighty ftone is roll'd in vain, 
Which having touched the top, recoils. 
And leaves the labourer to rencAv his toils. 

M 4 T^ 
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TOM y R A. 

'' I ' Houghtful nights, and reftlefs wakings 
-*" O the pains that we endure ! 
Broken faith, unkind forfaking, 

Ever doubting, never fure. 
Hopes deceiving, vain endeavours. 

What a race has love to run ! 
Falfe.protefting, fleeting favours. 

Every, every way undone. ' 

Still complaining, and defending. 

Both to love, yet not agree. 
Fears tornoenting, paflion rending, 

O the pangs of jcaloufy ! j^ 

From fuch painful ways of living, ^^ 

Ah how fweet, could love be frep ! 
Still prcfenting, dill receivings 

Fierce immortal ecftafy. 

TO M Y R A. 

S O N G. 

■pRepar'd to rail, refolv'd to part, 
-■• When I approach the perjur'd maid> 
What is it awes my timorous heart ? 
Why if my tongue afraid ? 

W 



TO M Y R A. 169 

With the lead glance a little kind, 

Such wondrous power have Myra*s charms^ 
She calms my doubts, en Haves my mind, 

And all my rage difarms. 
Forgetful of her broken vows, 

When gazing on that form divine. 
Her injured vaflal trembling bows, 

Nor dares her ilave repine. 

TO M Y R A. 

THE ENCHANTMENT,. 

In Imitation of thcPHARMACEUTRiAof Theocritus. 

yijt I X, mix the philtres— Quick — fhe flies, Ihc flies, 
••'•*• Deaf to my call, rcgardlefs of my cries. 
A re vows Co vain ? Could oaths fo feeble prove ? 
Ah with what eafe flie breaks thofe chains of love I 
Whom Love with all his arts had bound in vain. 
Let charms compel, and magic rites regain. 

Begin, begin, the myftic fpells prepare j 

Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 
Queen of the night, bright emprefs of the ftars. 
The friend of love, aflift a lover's cares : 
And thou, infernal Hecate, be nigh, 
At whofe approach fierce wolves affrighted fly. 
Dark tombs difclofe their dead, and hollow criet 
Fxho from under ground j A rife, arile. 

Begin, begin, the myftic fpells prepare ; 

"BiingMyra back, ray perjur'd waxv^wtx. ^"^ 
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As crackling in the fire this laurel lies. 
So ftruggling in Love's flames her lover dies : 
It burfts, and in a blaze of light expires; 
' So may (he burn, but with more lafting tires. 
Begin, begin, the myltic fpells prepire ; 
Bring Myra back, my perjurM wandcicr. 
As the wax melts that to the flames I hold. 
So may fhc melt, but never more grow cold ; 
Pliant and warm may ftill her heart remain. 
Soft for the print, but ne'er turn hard again. 
Tough iron will yield, and llubborn marble run, 
And hardeft hearts by love arc melted down. 
Ecgin, begin, the myllic fpells prepare ; 
Bring Myra bacjc, my pcrjur'd wanderer. 
As with impetuous motion whirl'd apace. 
This magic wheelftill moves, yet keeps its place. 
Ever returning : fo may (he come back. 
And never more th' appointed round forfake. 
Begin, begin, the myftic fpells prepare ; 
Bring Myra back, my pcrjur'd wanderer. 
Diana, hail I all hail ! Mofi welcome thou, 
To whom th' infernal king and judges bow : 
O thou who canft the powers of hell pcrfuadc. 
Now try thy charms uj>on a faithlcfs maid. 
Hark ! the dogs bark ! She comes, the goddefs comes : 
Sound, found aloud, and beat our brazen drums. 
Begin, begin, the myftic fpells prepare j 
Bring Myra back, my pcrjur'd wanderer. 
Uow calm 's the (ky ! how undifturb'd the deep t 
Nature is huih'd, the very xcn\^cft« deep, 

3 -^ 
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The drowfy winds breathe gently through the trees. 
And filent on the beach repoft the fcas : 
Lov^only wakes : the ftormthat tears my bread 
For ever rages, and diftrafts my reft : 
O Love ! refentlefs Love ! tyrant accurft 1 
In defcrts bred, by cruel tigers nurft ! 

Begin, begin, the myftic fpells prepare; 

Bring Myra back, my pcrjur'd wanderer. 
This riband that once bound her lovely wafte, 
O that my arms might gird her there as fall ! 
Smiling (he gave it, and I prizM it more, 
Than the rich tone th* Idalian goddefs wore. 
This riband, this lov'd relick of the fair. 
So kifs'd, and fo preferv'd-— Thus, thus I tear. 
O Love ! why-doft thou thus delight to rend 
My foul with pain ? Ah, why torment thy fiicnd I 

Begin, begin, the myftic fpells prepare ; 

Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 
Thrice have I facrific'd, and proft rate thrice 
Ador'd : aflift, ye powers, the facrifice. 
Who-e'er he is, whom now the fair beguiles 
With guilty glances, and with perjurM fmilcs, 
Maliiinant vapours blaft his impious head, 
Ye lightning fcorch him, thunder ftrike him dead. 
Horror of confcicnce all his flumbers break, 
Dillrafl his reft, as love keeps me awake ; 
If marry'd, may his wife a Helen be. 
And curftand fcom*d, like Menqjaus he. 

Begin, begin, the myftic fpells prepare ; 

Bring Myra back, my pcrjur'd wandcrw* 
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Thefc powerful drops thrice on the threfhold pour^ 
And bathe with this enchanted juice her door. 
That door where no admittance now is found. 
But where my foul is ever hovering round. 
Hafte, and obey : and binding be the fpcll. 
Here ends my charm : O Love, fuccccd it well : 
By force of magick ftop the flying fair, 
Bring Myra back, my perjur*d wanderer. 

Thou'rt now alone ; and painful is reftraint : 
Eafe thy preft heart, and give thy forrows vent. 
Whence fprang, and how began thefe griefs, declare. 
How much thy love, how cruel thy defpair. 
Ye moon and liars, by whofe aufpicious light 
I haunt thefc groves, and wafte the tedious night, 
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart. 
Its killing anguifh, and its fecret fmart. 
Too late for hope, for my repofe too foon, 
I faw, and lov*d : her heart, engaged, was gone : 
A happier man poflcfs'd whom I adore ; 
O I (hould ne'er have feen, or fcen before. 
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart, 
Its killing anguidi, and its fecret fmart. 
What (hall I do? Shall I in filence bear, 
Deftroy myfelf, or kill the ravilher ? 
Die, wretched lover, die : but ah beware. 
Hurt not the man who is belov'd by her. 
Wait for a better hour, and truft'thy fate : 
TThou feek'ft her love, beget not then her hate. 
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart, 
lu kiiilng anj^yiih and its fecret ibart. 
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My life confuming with eternal grief, 

From herbs and fpells I feek a vain relief; 

To every wife magician I repair. 

In vain ! for ilill I love, and I deipair. 

Circe, Medea, and the Sibyl books. 

Contain not half th* enchantment of her looks* 
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart. 
Its killing anguifli, and its fecret fmart. 

As melted gold preierves its weight the famc» 

So burnt my love, nor wailed in the flame. 

And now, unable to fupport the ih-ife, 

A glimmering hope recals her parting life ; 

My rival dying, I no longer grieve. 

Since I may aik, iand fhe with honour give. 
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart. 
Its killing anguiih, and its fecret fmart. 
Witnefs ye hours, with what unweary'd care, 

From place to place I ftili purfucd the fair. 
Nor was occafion to reveal my flames 
Slow to my fuccour, for it fwiftly came : 
it came, it came, that moment of delight, 
O gods ! And how I trembled at her fight I 
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart, 
Its killing anguifh, and its fecret fmart. 
DifmayM and motionlefs, confus'd, amaz'd. 
Trembling I ftood, and tcrrify'd I gaz'd ; 
My faltering tongue in vain for utterance try'd. 
Faint was my voice, my thoughts abortive dy'd. 
Or in weak Ibunds and broken accents came 
Imperfefl, as difcourfes ia a dream. 
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« Tell, for you know the burthen of my hearty 

Its killing anguifli, and its fccret fmart. 
Soon fhe divinM what this confufion meant, 
And gucfs'd with eafethecaufc of my complaint s 
My tongue emboldening as her looks were mild. 
At length I told my griefs — And ftill (he fmil'd. 
O Syren, Syren, fair deluder, fay 
Why ihould you tempt to trull, and then betray ? 
So faithlefs now, why gave you hopei before > 
Alas! you (bould have been Icfs kind, or more. 
Tell, for you know t^ie burthen of my heart. 
Its killing anguiQ), and its fecret fmart. 
Secure of innocence, I fcek to know 
From whence this change, and my misfortvmes grow t 
Rumour is loud, and every voice proclaims 
Her violated faith, and confcious flames.' 
Can this be true ? Ah flattering mifrhief, fpeak, 
Can you make vows, and in a moment break ? 
And can the fpace fo very narrow be 
Betwixt a woman's oath, and perjury ? 
O Jcaloufy ! All other ills at fii-ft 
My love eflfay'd, but thou art furc the word ! 
Tell, for you know die buithcn of my heart. 
Its killing anguilh, and its fccret fmart. 
Ungrtatcful Myra ! urge me thus no more, 
Kor think mc tame, that once fo long I bore : 
Though now by philtres I 'd avert thy change. 
The philtres failing, poifon fhall revenge : 
Already ftands prepared the deadly drauglxt. 
Of an Anyrhn was the fectet bought : 

Yot 
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For whom that draught ? Ah feeble rage and vain 1 
With how fecurc a brow fhe mocks my pain ? 
Thy hearty fond lover, does thy threats belie, 
Canft thou hurt her, for whom thou yet would'ft die I 
Nor durft Ihe thus thy juft rcfentment brave. 
But that Ihe knows how much thy foul *s her (lave. 
But fee ! Aurora rifmg with the fun 
DiiTolves my charm, and frees th' enchanted moon^ 
My fpclls no longer bind at fight of day. 
And young Endymion calls his love away. 
Love 's the reward of all, on earth, in heaven. 
And for a plague, to me alone was given. 
Evils we cannot ftiun we muft endure, 
Death and a broken heart 'a a ready cure. 
Cynthia farewel, go reft thy weary lights 
I muft for ever wake— We '11 meet again at nigfft* 

TO M Y R A. 

THE VISION. 

TN lonely ^valk$, diftra6^ed by delpair, 

**• Shunning mankind, and torn with killing care. 

My eyes o'erflowing, and my frantic mind 

Racked with wild thoughts, fwelling with fighs the windf 

Through paths untrodden day and night I rove. 

Mourning the fate of my fuccefslefs love. 

Who moft defu-e to live untimely fall, 

But when we beg to die Death flies our calL 
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Adonis dies, and torn is the lov'd bread 

In midft of joy, where Venus wont to reft ; 

The fate that cruel feem'd to him, would be 

Pity, relief, and happincfs to roe. 

When will my forrows end ? In vain, in vain 

I call to heaven, and tell the gods my pain ; 

The gods, avcrfe, like Myra, to my* prayer, 

Conient to doom whom ihe denies to fpare. 

Why dq I feck for foreign aids, when I 

Bear ready by my fide the power to die ? 

Be keen, my fword, and fervc thy mafter well, 

Heal wounds with wounds, and love with death repeU 

Strait up I rofe, and to my aching breaft. 

My bofom bare, the pointed blade I prefi. 

When lo ! aflonilh'd ! an unufual light 

Pierc*<fthe thick (hade, and all around grew bright; 

My dazzled eyes a radiant fonn behold. 

Splendid with light like beams of burning gold j 

Eternal rays his lliining temples grace *, 

Eternal youth fat fmiling on his face ; 

Trembling I liften, proftrate on the ground. 

His breath perfumes the grove, and mufic 's in the found. 

Ceafe, lover, ceafc thy tender heart to vex 
In frultlefs plaints of an ungrateful fcx : 
In fate's eternal volumes it is writ 
That women ever fhall be foes to wit : 
With proper arts their fickly minds command, 
And plcafc them with the things they undcriUnd ; 

* Apollo. 

Widi 
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With noify fopperies their hearts aflkil. 

Renounce all fenfe j how ihould thy fangs prevail. 

When I, the go4 of wit, fo oft* could'fail? 

Remember me ; and in my (lory find 

How vainly merit pleads to womankind. 

I by whom all things fhine, who tune the fphcrcs. 

Create the day, and gild the night with dars, 

Whofc youth and beauty from all ages paft 

Sprang with the world, and with die world (hall laft : 

How oft' with fruitlefs tears have I implored 

Ungrateful nymphs ! and, though a god, ador'd ! 

Wheii couJd my wit, my beauty, or my youth. 

Move one hard heart ? or mov'd, fecure its truth? 

Here a proud nymph with painful fteps I chace. 

The winds out-flying in our nimble race ; 

Stay, Daphne, ftay — in vain, in vain I try 

To flop her (peed, redoubling at my cry ; 

O'er craggy rocks and rugged hills (he climbs^ 

A)id tears on pointed flints her tender limbs t 

But caught at length, jull as my arms I fold, 

Tum'd to a tree, fhe yet efcapes my hold. 

In my next love a different fate I find. 

Ah ! which is worfc, the falfe or the unkind ? 

Forgetting Daphne, I Coronis chofe, 

A kinder nymph— too kind for my repofe. 

The joys I give but more inflame her breaft. 

She keeps a private drudge to quench the reft ; 

How, and with whom, the very birds proclaim * 

Her black pollution, and reveal my Ihame. 

♦ Difcovercd by a crovr* 
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Hard lot of beauty ! fatally beftow'd. 
Or given to the falfe, or to the proud" ; 
By ieveralvvays they bring us equal* patR, 
The falfe betray us, and the pvoUd d]i<3aiiu 
Scom'dy aiid abus'd' I from mortal loves I fly^ 
To ktk iBOie truth in my own native iky ; 
Venii8> the £atreft of immortar loves. 
Bright as my beaaw, tndgentk as her doncnp 
With glowing eyes, confeffing hot def&rcs, 
She iummons heaven and earth tt> quench has fires ; 
Me fke excludes ; and- 1 in vain adone 
Who neither god nor ma» sefVis'd before r 
Vulcan» the veiy monfbr of the fictes, 
Vulcan (he takes, the God of Wit dcates^ 
Then ceafb to murmiir at thy M^'s pridt^ 
Whimfy^ not reaibn, is the female guidt : 
The fate, of which their mafl^er docs (omplaiiif 
Is of bad omen to th* infpired trains 
What vows have feil'd ! Hark how Catullus mowRDi 
How Ovid vyceps^ and (lighted Galhis bums. 
In melting ftrains fee gentle Waller bbeed, 
Vnmov^d; fire hears what non< unmovM can read*. 
And thou, who oft' with fuch ambitious choice 
Hail rais'd to Myra thy afpiring \toice» 
What profit thy njegkfted zeal repays I 
Ah, what return ?" Ungrateful to riiy praifc f 
Change, change thy ftyle, with mortal rage i-eturii 
V'njuft diidais-, and pride oppofe to fcorn ;. 
Search all the fecrets of the fair and youngs 
And thcD proclaim I Coon (hall they bribe thy tongue 

1 
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The iharp detraftor with iliccefs aiTails^ 
Sure to be gentle to the man that rails ; 
Womep, like cowards, tame to thefevere^ 
Are only fierce when they difcover fear. 

Thus fpake the god j and upward moupts in air^ 
In juft refentment of his pad defpair. 
Provpk'd' to vengeacce, to fny aid I call 
The furies round, and dip my pens in gall; 
Not one fhall 'fcapt of all the cozening fex^ 
Vex'd Ihall they Ije who fo delight to vex^ 
In vain I try, in vain to vengeance move 
My gentle Mufe, fo us*d to tender iov« ; 
Such magic rules my heart, whatever I write 
Turns all to foft complaint and amorous fli^t. 
Begone, fond thoughts, begone;, be bold, laid I^ 
Satire 's thy theme— in vain again I try. 
So charming My ra. to each fcnfe appears. 
My foul adores, my rage diffolvcs in tears. 
So the gall'd lion, fmartlng with, his wound. 
Threatens his foes, and makes the forefl found $. 
With his ftrong teeth he bites the bloody dart, 
And tcars»his fide with more provoicing fmart,. 
Till, having fpent his voice in fruitlefs cries. 
He lays hiux down, breaks his proud heart, and dies^ 
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SONG, 

TO M y R A. 

TTERE end my chains, and thraldom cesSe, 
^■*" If not in joy, V 11 live in peace. 
Since for the pleafures of an hour 

We mvL& endure an age of pain, 
I '11 be this abje£^ thing no more ; 

Love give me back my heart again. 

Defpair tormented firft my breaft, 

Kow Falfehoody a more cruel guefl* 

Oy for the peace of human-kind. 

Make women longer true, or fooner kind ; 

With juftice or with mercy reign, 

Love ! or give me back my heart ^gain. 
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I. 

17 NO UGH, enough, my (bul of worldly noiicy 
•*-* Of airy pomps, and fleeting joys ; 
What does this bufy world provide at bcft, 
But brittle goods that break like glafs, 
Butpoifon'd fweets, a troubled feaA, 
Aod pkafures lUbe tbeVmd%\!lQaxia a moment pdt } 
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Thy thoughts to nobler meditations give» 
And ftudy how to die, not how to live. 
II. 
How frail is beauty ! ah how vain 

And how (hort-liv'd thofe glories are. 
That vex our days and nights with pain. 

And break our hearts with care ! 
Xn duft we no diftindlion fee.. . . 

Such Helen is ; fuch, Myra, thou muft b^. ' . 
III. 
Horw ihort is life ! why will vain courtiers toil 
And crowd a vainer monarch for a fmile ?„ 
What is that monarch but a mortal man^ , 
His crown a pageant, and his iifc a fpan ? 
With all his guards and his dq^liDionsy he 
Muft iicken too> and die as well as we. 

IV. 
Thofe boafled names of conquerors and kings 
Are fvvallow'd, and become forgotten things : 
One deflin'd period men in common have, 
The great, the vile, the coward, and the brave. 
Are food alike for worms, companions in the grave. 
The prince and pankfite together lie, 
No fortune can exalt, but death will climb as high. 



} 
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£ENT THE AUTHOR INTO THE 
<;OUNTRy. 

WRITTEN BV A LADY. 

WHY,/Granvme, isthy lifc.confm'd T 

To'flia^es^ Thou, whom the geds defign'd > 
In public, to do ci^cdit to mankind? J 

Why (lecpi the noble ardour of. thy blood. 

Which from thy anceYlbrs & many ages paiftp 
From Rolk) down to Bevil flow'd, 

And then appeared again at laft 
In thee, whAi thy viftorious lance * 
Bore the difputed prize from all the ycruth ^'Fc&ttdt. 
in the firft trials that are made for fame» 

Thofe io whom fate fuccefs deniest 
If taking counfel fi*om their fhame. 

They modeftly retreat, are wife ^ 
But why ihould you ? who lliil fucceed 
In all you do, whether with graeefoli'art you lead 
The hery barb, or with as graceful xhotion trod 
In (hining balls, where all agree 
To give the highcft praife and the firft place to thee. 

So lov'd and praia'd, whom all admire, 
Why, why ihould you from courts and camps retire ? 

* At% caroufal at Parisi in the year 1669. 

If 
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If Myra is uivkind, if it can be 

That any nymph can be ttnkind to thee ; 

If 9 pen five made by love, ycm thu« retire, 

Awake your Mufo, and ftting your lyre ; 

Your tender ^ong and your me4odious ftraiii 
Can never be addreft in vain, 

She needs muil love, and we ihall have you back agiuiu 



OCCASIONED BY THE FOREGCMNO, 

ItTTHOE'ER thou art, who tempt'ft in fuch a ftial% 

^ ^ Sweet is thy Syren fong, but fung in vain ; 
When the winds rage, and the loud billows roar. 
What fool will truft the lea, and quit the fliore? 
Early and vain into the world OL came» 
Big with falie hopes, and eager after fame, 
-Till, looking round me ere the race began. 
Madmen and giddy fools were all that ran : 
Reclaim'd betimes, I fi-om the lift retire» 
And thank the gods who my retreat infpire. 
Survey the world, and with impartialeyes 
Confider, and examine, all who ri(e, 
Weigh well their actions and their treacherous ends, 
flow greatnefs grows, and by what fteps afcends, ^ 
kVhat murders, treafons, perjuries, deceit. 
How many fall, to make one monfter great. 
Would you command, have fortune in your power ? 
JHu^ whom you ftab, and fmile when you devour s 

N 4 Bt 
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Be bloody, falfe, flatter, forfwear) and lie. 

Turn pandar, pathic, parafite, or fyy i 

Such thriving arts may your wifh'd purpofc brings 

At leift a general be, perhaps a king. 

Fortune wo mod unjufily partial call, 

A miilrefs free, who bids alike to all. 

But on fuch terms as only fuit the ba(e» 

Honour denies, and fhuns the foul embrace ; 

The honcil many who (larves and is undone. 

Not fortune, but his virtue, keeps him down. 

Had Cato bent beneath the conquering cauie, 

He might have liv'd to give new (enates laws ; 

But, on vile terms difdaining to be great, 

He peiifh'd by his choice, and not his fate : 

Honour and life th' ufurper bids, and all 

That vain miHaken men good fortune call i 

Virtue forbids, and fets before 'ns eyes 

An honeft death, which he accepts, and dies. 

O glorious refolutipn ! noble pride ! 

More honoured than the tyrant Hv*d, he dy'd i 

More prais'dy more lov'd, more envy'd in his dooiD 

Than Cxfar ti-ampling on the rights of Rome.; 

The viituous nothing fear but life with ihame, 

And death's a pleafant road that leads to fame* 

On bones and fcraps of dogs let me be fed* 

My limbs uncovered, and expos*d my head 

To blcakcll colds, a kennel be my btd ; 

This, and all other martyrdom, for thee 

Seems g!oriou:> all, thiice>btauteous Honefiy ! 

1 FoitVBC 
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V 

Fortune and life depend on fate alone, 

My honour and my confcience are my own. 

Ye great diilurbers, who in endleis noife. 

In blood and horror, feek unnatural joys ; 

For what is all this bufUebot to ihun 

Thofe thoughts with which you dare not be alone } 

As men in mifcry, oppreft with care, 

Seek in the rage of wine to drown defpair. 

Let others fight, and eat their bread in bloody 

Regard Icfs if the caufe be bad or good. 

Or cringe in courts, depending on the nods 

Of ftrutting pigniies, wlio would pafs for godsr 

For me, unpra£Us-d in the courtier's fchqoU • 

Who loath a knave, and tremble at a fooU 

Who honour generous Wycherley oppred^ 

PoiTcft of little, worthy of the befl ; 

Rich in himfelf, in viitue that outfhines 

Ail bur the fame of his immortal lines, . ^• 

More than the wealthiefl lord, who helps to drain 

The famifh'd land, and rolls in impious gain. 

What can I hope in courts, or how fucceed ? 

Tigers and wolves ihall in the ocean breed, 

The whale and dolphin fatten on the mead. 

And every element exchange its kind, . - • ■ ? 

When thriving honefty in courts we find. 

Happy the man, of mortals happiefl ht; 

Whoft quief mind from vain defires is free ; , . . ^ 

Whom neither hopes deceive nor fears torment. 

But lives at peace within himfelf. content ; 

In 
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In thought or nG: accountable to none 

But to himielf and to the gods alone. 

O fwectncfi of Content I ferai^ic joy, 

That, nothiag TvatfQttg, nothing can defiroy ! 

Where dwells this peace, this freedom of the mind i^ 

WhAv, but in ihades remote from human kind { 

In flowery Tales, where nym^s and Ihef^ierds mccc. 

But never comet within the palace-gate. 

Farewel than cities, courts and camps farewel. 

Welcome ye grores, here let me ever dwell ; 

From care, from buiioefs, and mankind remove. 

All burthe Mufes and infpirxng Love. 

How fweet ilbe mom, how gentle is the night ! 

How calm thfe evening, and the noon how bright ? 

From hence, «t fvon a hill, I view below 

The croNvdcd world, that like fomc wood doe« (hovf« 

Where fevcral wanderers cxavel day and night 

Tbrougli fevcral padiSj and none are tn the right. 



AN IMITATION 

OP T H S 

SECOND CHORUS IN THE SECOND ACT 

OF SENECA'S THYESTES. 

c 
^HTTHEN will the gods, propitious to our prayen, 

^^ Compoie our fad^ions, and conclude our wan } 

Ye fens of Inachus, repent the guilt 

Cfcrowag ufujp*d| aad blood of ^ents ^ilt^ 



SENECA'S TSYESTES IMTTATED. i«> 
Tor impious greatnds vengeance k tnibore^ 
•Short is the date of all ili-gottcn power. 
-Give ear> lambittous princes, and be wife ; 
tLillen, and learn wherein true greatDcCs Hes? 
Place not your pride in roofs that fliinet^di gero% 
In purple robes nor ^arkHng diademty 
l^or in dominion nor extent of land ; 
He 's only great who om bimfelf commaBd t 
Whofe guard is peaceful Innocence, wfaoie gaid^ 
Is faithful Reafon ; who is void of pride. 
Checking ambhiony nor is idly vna 
•Of the falieincenfe of a popular train t 
Who witlxJut flrife or envy can behold 
His neighbour's pienty^ and his hea^ of gold, 
Nor covets other wealth but what we find 
In the pofTeifioM of a virtuotis saittd. * i 

Fearleft he ibtu who is with viitife crbwtoM, 
The tempeft rage, i^nd hears the diuhder found s 
Ever the fame» let Fortune finile or froWta, 
Whether upon the fcaffold or the thikme $ 
Serenely as he liv*d, refigns his breadi. 
Meets deftiny half way, aor flirinks at death, 
ye fovereigh 'lords, who fit like gods in ilate. 
Awing the world, and bulling to be great; 
Lords but In title, vaflaU sn efied, ' 

Whom luft controls, and wild deiires dire£^. 
The reins of empire but fuch hands difgrace, 
Where Paffion, a blind driver, guides the race. 
What is this fame, thus crouded round with Haves f 
The breath of fools, thpbait of flatterinn; knaves. 
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An honed heart, a confcience free from bJame, 
Not of great afts, but good, give me the name; 
In vain we plant, we build , our ftores increaie. 
If confcience roots up all our inward peace. 
What need of arms, of inflruments of war. 
Of battering engines riiat deftroy from far ? 
The greateft king and conqueror is he 
Who lord of his own sppetitts can be : 
Bleft wkh a power that nothing can destroy^ 
And all have equal freedom to enjoy. 
Whom worldly luxury and pomps allure. 
They tread on ice, and find no footing furc. 
Place me, ye powers ! in fome obfcur^ retreat; 
O keep me innocent* make others great-; 
In quiet ihades, content with rural fport^, ; 
Give me a life remf:te from guilty courts, ' 
Where, free from hopes or fears, in humble eafe 
Unheard-of I may live, and die in peace. 
Happy the man who thus, retir'd firmi fight. 
Studies himfelf, and feeks no other light ; 
But rooft unhappy he, who fits on high. 
Expos 'd to every tongud and every eye, 
Whofe follies, blaz*d about, to all are known. 
And are a fecret to himfelf alone : 
Worfe is an evil fame, much worfe than none. 
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CH L O E *$ the wonder of her fcit, . ) 

'Tis well her heart is tender I 
How might fuch killing eyes perplex, ^ 

With virtue to defend her ! 

But Nature, graciouffy inclin'd, 

Nor bent to vex but pleafe us, 
Has to her boundlefs beauty join'd 

A boundlefs will to cafe us. 



ON THE SAME. 



£ 



/ 



RIGHT as the day, and like the morning faiv^ 
Such Chloe is — and comnion as the — air. 

ON THE SAME, ^^ 



OF injured fame, and mighty wrongs rccciv'd, 
Chloe complains, and wondroufly 's aggiiev*d i*- 1 
That free, and lavifh of a beauteous face. 
The faireft and the fouleft of her nice ; / 

She 's mine, or thine, and fhx>lling up and dqjva < *^ 
Sucks in more filth than any (ink in town, 
I not deny, this, I have faid 'tis true ; 
Wlat wrong ! to give fo bright a nymph her due I 

CO- 



C O R I N N A^ 

#^ORINNA in tlif bloom of yoiufe 
^^ Was coy to every lover ; 
Regardlefs of the tpndiereft truth,^ 
No foft complaint could move her» 

Mankind wa» her» r all at hev fic^t 

Lay pcoftrace and adbring ^ 
The witty, handlbmsi rich, and great^ 

In vain alike imploring. 

Sut now, grown old, ilie would repair 

Her lofi of timp and pleafurc ; 
With willing eyes, and wanton aixf 

JLnvitiag cveiy g^uer* 

But Love 's a furomer flowrejv diat diet 
With the hrft weather changing i 

The lo^iqsr, lUge nhe fi^rallow, file? 
From fun to fun, ftiU ranging.. 

!%«• kt |thb ezfpiple move 

Your foolifh heart ^ reafon r 
Touth is the proper tip^ for lovSik 

And.agpis Vir^ue*s ftaibiu 



C «9^« 1 



ON THE SAME^ 

^O weli Corinna tikes die joy^ 

^ She vows ihe'Il new more he coy | 

She drioks etema]' draughts ef pleafuit i 
Eternal dV^ughts wilt not fufiice, 
Ah give me, give me more* ihe cries^ 

Tis all too little meafure. 
Thus wifely ihe makes up for time 
Mif-fpent while you^ was^jn ity priqae r 
So travellers who wade the day 
CarefiTt and cautious, of the£r way, 
Noting at length the fetting iun» 
They mend their pace as nighb comes oii». 
Double their fpeed to reach their inn. 
And whip and fpur through ifaick and iidm^ 



B S L I N D iW 

nELfNDA's pride's a»arm&r cheats. 
■*-> A foolilh artifice to blind ;. 
Some honeft glance, that fcornt deceit^ 
Does ftili reveal- her native mind. 

With look demure, and'forc'd difdain^ 

She idly adls the faint ; 
Vre.fee through this difguife, as plaia: 

Am. we diilinguilh paint*. 
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The pains (he takes are vainly meant 

To hide kac atnocous heart, 
*Tis lilce perfuming an ill fcenty 

The fmell 's too firong for axt. 

So have I feen? grave fools defign 
With formal looks to pafs for wife ; 

But Nature is a light will fhine. 
And break through all difguife. 

C L A R I N D A, 

IN vain a thoufand flaves have try*d 
To overcome Clarinda's pride : 

Pity pleading. 

Love perfuadingy 
When her icy heart is thaw'd. 
Honour chides, and ilralt (he 's aw'd, 

Fooliih creature, 

Edlow Nature," ' 
Wafte not thus your prime j 

Youdi 's a treafure, 

Love*s a pleafure, 
Both dcftroy*d by Time. 



TH 
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CL A R I N D A, with a haughty grace, 
In fcornf ul poftures fets her face, 
And looks as ihe were bom alone 
To give us love, and take from none. 

Though I adore to that degree, 
Clarinda, I would die for thee. 
If you *re tob proud to cafe my pain, 
I am.too proud for your difdain. 



C L E O R A. 

/^ LEOR A has her wilh, ihe weds a peer, 

^^ Her weighty train two, pages fcarce can bear, 

Perfia and both the Indies mufl provide 

To grace her pomp and gratify her pride ; 

Of rich brocade a ihining robe. ihe wears* 

And gems furround her lovely neck like flars : 

Drawn by fix greys of the proud Belgian kind. 

With a long train of livery beaux behind, 

She charms the Park, and fets all hearts on fire* 

The ladies' envy, and the mens* defire. 

Beholding thus, O happy as a queen ! 

We cry : but fhift the gaudy flattering fccnc, 

View her at home in her domeftic light, 

Fo|; thither fhe mufi come, atleafl at night« 
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What has flie there ? a furly, ill-bred lord. 
That chides, and fnaps her up at every word ; 
A brutal fof, who, while (he holds his head, 
With drunken filth bedaubs the nuptial bed : 
Sick to the heart, ihe breathes the naufeous fume 
Of odious fteams that poifbn all the room : 
Weeping all night the trembling creature lies, 
And counts the tedious hours when ihe may rife : 
But moH ihe fears, left waking (he ihould fidd. 
To make amends, the monfter would be kiad : 
Thofe matchlefs beauties, worthy of a god, 
Muft bear, though much averfe, the loathfome load. 
What then may be the chance that next enfues ? 
Some vile difeaie frelh reeking from the Hews : 
The fecret venom, circling in her veins, 
Works through her (kin, and burfls in bloating ilainsj 
Her cheeks their frefhnefs lofe, and wonted grace. 
And an xmufual palenefs fpreads her face $ 
Her eyes grow dim, and her corrupted breath 
Tainting her gums, infe£^s her ivory teeth ; 
Of (harp no6tumal anguifh (he complains. 
And, guiltlefs of the caufe, relates her pains. 
The confclous hufband, whom like fymptoms fcizCj 
Charges on her the guilt of their difcafe, 
Afle6bing fury, afts a madman's part. 
He '11 rip the fatal fecret from her heart ! 
Bids her confefs, calls her ten thoufand names. 
In vain (he kneels, (he weeps, protcfts, exclaims ; 
Scarce with her life (he 'fcapes, exposed to (hame, 
la body tortur'd, murdered in her feme. 
Rots with SL vile aduItcreC^*^iiam^\ 
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Abandon'd by her friends, without defence. 
And happy only in her innocence. 

Such is the vengeance the juft gods provide 
For thofe who barter liberty for pride ; 
Who impioufly invoke the powers above 
To witnefs to falfe vows of mutual love. 
Thoufands of poor Cleora*s may be found, 
Such huibands and fuch wretched wives abound. 

Ye guardian powers, the arbiters of hiUsp 
Preferve Clarinda from a fate like this : 
You form'd her fair, not any grace deny'd. 
But gave, alas ! a fpark too much of pride { 
Reform that failing, and proted her fiiil, 
O fave her from the vurie of chufing ill. 
Deem it not envy, or a jealous care. 
That moves thefe wiihes, or provokes this prayer. 
Though more than death I dread to fee ihofe cbarmt 
Allotted to fome happier mortal's arms ; 
Tormenting thought ! yet could I bear that pain^ 
Or any ill, but hearing her complain i 
Intent on her, my love fofgets his own, 
N6r frames one wifli but for her fake alone ; 
Whomever the gods have deftin'd to prefer. 
They cannot make me wretched, blei&ng her. 
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MACRO. 

nn H AT Macro's looks are good, let no man dowltt, 
-■- Which I, his friend and fervant, thus make out. 
On his dark forehead a falfe friend is writ. 
Let none condemn the light that fhews a pit. 
Cocles, t^hofe face finds credit for his heart. 
Who can efcape fo fmooth a \'il Iain's art ? 
Adom'd with every grace that can pcrfuade, 
Seeing, wetruftj and, tnifting, arcbetray'd! 
His looks are fnares ; but Macro's cry beware, 
Believe not, though ten thoufand oatht he fwear* 
If thou 'rt deceived, obferving well this rule, 
Not Macro is the knave, but thou the fool. 
In this one point he and his looks agree. 
As thfey betray their matter, fo did he. 



PHYLLIS DRINKING, 

TTTHILB Phyllis is drinking. Love and WLoeiii 
^ ^ alliance, 

With forces united bid refiftlefs defiance ; 
By the touch of her lips the wine fparkles higher. 
And her eyes by her drinking redouble their fire. 

Her cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their colour. 
As flowers by fprinkling revive with frelh odour ; 
His dart dipt in wine, Love wouods beyond curing. 
And the liquori like oil) makes the flame more enduring. 
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By cordials of wine, love is kept from expiring, 
And our miith is enliven'd by love and defuring j 
Relieving each other, tli^ pleafbre is lifting, 
And we never are cloy'd;, y^t are ever a tafting. . >^ 

Then Phyllis begm, 14t our raptupes abound, 
And a kifs and a giafs be ftill going it>und ; 
Our joys are imtrtoital while thus we reir^ve 
From love to the bottle, from the bottle to love. 



T M PAT I E N T with defire, tt laft 
•*• I ventured to lay forms afide : 
*Twas I was modefl, not flie chafte j 
Celia, ib gently jjrefs'd, comply'd. 

With idle awe, an amorous fool, 
I gas'd upon her eyes with fear j •• 

Sayt X^ve, hew caiiRbC yo«r Have £» dtiU I > 
To re^d no bettf r there ? . . ^ 

Thus, to ourfclvcs the greateft foes, 
Although the nymph be well inclined, 

For want o£ courage to propofe, 
By our own folly Ihe 's unkind. 
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A V I A. 



/^F two reliefs to eafe a love-iick mind. 
^^ Flavia prefcribes defpair : I urg^^ be kind* 
Flavia be kind j the remedy 's as fure, 
'Tis tiie moft pleafant, and the quickeft cure. 



T OVE is begot by Fancy, bred 
•■^ By Ignorance, by £xpe6^ation fed | 
Deftroy'd by Knowledge, and at beft 
Loft in the moment 'tis poiTcft. 

WOMEN. 

"fTTOMEN to cards maybe compar'd; we play 
^^ A round or two { when us'd, we throw away ; 
Take a frefh pack j nor is it worth our grievingj 
Who cuts or ikuffles with our dirty leaving. 

FANCY. 

LOVE is by Fancy led about, 
From Hope to Fear, from Joy to Doubt j 
Whom we now a goddefs call. 
Divinely graced in every feature, 
Surut 's a deform'd, a perjur'd creature : 

Love and Hate arc foucy iW, *Tv\ 
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'Tis but as Fancy Ihall prefent 
Objefls of grief, or of content, 

That the lover 's blcft, or dies ; 
Vifions of mighty pains^ or pleafure, 
Imagin'd want, imagined treafure. 

All in powerful Fancy lies. 



LIBERALITY. 

nPHOtJGH ikfe thoti think'ft thy trtafurelics, 
*'' Conceal 'd in chefts from human eyes, 
Ji fire may come, and it may be : 

Bury *d, my friend, as far ftom thee. 
Thy veffel that yon ocean flems, 
Loaded with golden duft and gems, 
Purchas'd with fo much pains and coft. 
Yet in a temped may be loft. 
Pimps, whores, and bawds, a thackiefs crew, 
Priefts, pick-pockets, and lawyers too. 
All help byieveral ways to drain, 
Thanking themfelvcs for what they gain. 
The liberal are fecure alone, 
For what wc frankly give, for ever is our own. 



O 4 ' Writtctt 
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Written in Clarikda^s Prayer-Book. 

T N vain, Clannda, ni^ and day 
•*• For mercy to the gods you jiray s 
What arrogance on heaven to call . 
For that, which you deny to All ! 



f V h Y I A....'.^ 

TTT" H Y pines my deari toPulrU, his young lgiii<k# 
^^ Who peniiyeiat, ^ns aged Qprnns cry'd. 
Alas ! faid ihe, Aich viixMM biifak «iy r/eft. 
The ftrangeft thoughts ! l^i^ik Jampoffi^; 
My fymptoms I have told a man of fkill. 
And — if I would— he fays— I mi^t— ^weUs* ■ 
Take his.ad«ice» faid he, ipy poor dear wife, . 
I '11 buy at any (ate thy previous liiie. 
Bluihing ihe would ejccuie, but all in vain, 
A do6lor muft befttch'd to eafr hfrpain. • 
Hard prefs'd, Ihe yields ; ffom White's, or WilViy or 

Tom's, 
No matter wnich, he 's fummon*d, and he comes. 
The careful hufband, with a kind embrace, 
Entreats his care ; then bows, and quits the place; 
For little ailments oft' attend the fair, 
Not decent for a hufband' s eye or ear. 

Some* 
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Something the dame woui^ fay : the ready knight 
Prevents her fpeech— Here 's that (halt fot you right | 
Madam, faid he-<»-with that the <kx>r's made ^ofk, ■ C 
He gives deliciouily the healing doie. 
Alas ! Ihe cries j ah me ! ah cruel cure ! 
Did ever woman yet like me endure ! 
The work perform'd ,• uprifing gay and light^ . 
Old Cornus is call*d iii to fee the fight. 

A fprightly red vermilion's alfhcrfacei 

And her eyes languiHi with unufual grace. 
With tears pf joy Creflx gpftj^ng fryn \f\% pyts, ^ 
O wondrous power of art ! old Cornus cries j 
Amazing change^I aftoiuihiQg fucicefs ! . , t 

Thrice happy } 1 wfiat a br^ive man is ttii^ | , t / 
Maids, wives, and widows, with like whims.ypjfejlyi ^ 
May thus find certain eafc— ri'ro^a/fjw eft^ \ 



TO C E L' i A. 

, ' ■ - - .^j> 

TTTHY, cruel creature, why fo bent 

^ • To vex a tender heart } 
To gold and title you relent. 
Love throws in vain his dart. 

Let glittering fools in courts be great 

For pay let armies move ; 
Beauty fhould have no other bait 

But gentle vows and love. 

K 
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If on thofe endiefs charmt you lay 

The value that 's their due, 
Kmgs are themfelves too poor to pay» 

A thouiand worlds too few. 

But if a paflion without vice, 

Without dilguifc or art, 
Ahy Celia ! if true love's your pnce, 

Behold it in my heart. 

CELIA SINGING. 

\tT H E N we behold her angel -fiace, 
^^ Or when (he fings with heavenly grace. 
In Ivhat we hear, and what we fee. 
So ravifliing 's the harmony. 
The melting foul, in rapture loft, 
Knows not which charm enchants it moft. 

Sounds that made hills and rocks rejoice, 
Amphion*8 lute, the Syren's voice. 
Wonders with pain receiv'd for true, 
At once find credit, and renew; 
No charms like Celia's voice furprize. 
Except the magic of her eyes. 



TO 
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TO MY FRIEND MR. DRYDEN, 

ON HIS EXCELLENT TRANSLATIONS. 

AS flowers tranfplanted from a fouthcrn Iky 
But hardly bear, or in the raiiing die. 
Miffing their native fun, at bcft retain 
But a faint odour, and furvive with pain : 
Thus ancient wit, in modern numbers taught, 
Wanting the warmth with which its author wrotej 
Is a dead image, and a fenfeiefs draught : 
While we transfufe, the nimble fpirit flies, 
Efcbpes unfeen, evaporates, and dies. 
Who then to copy Roman wit deiire, 
Muft imitate with Roman force and fire j 
In elegance of flyle and phrafethe iame. 
And in the fparkling genius and die flame : 
Whence we conclude from thy tranflated fong. 
So ju((, fo fmooth, fo foft, and yet fo ftrong, 
Celeftial charmer ! foul of harmony ! 
That every genius was reviv'd in thee, » 

Thy trumpet (bunds, the dead are rais'd to li^t, 
Kever to die, and take to heaven their flight, 
Deckt in thy verfe, as clad with rays they (hine, 
.All glorify'd, immortal, and divine. 

As Briuin in rich foil abounding wide, 
Fumiih'd for ufe, for luxury, and pride. 
Yet fpreads her wanton fails on every fliore 
For forcing wealthy inipatie&tftill of more; 
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To her own wool the filk of Afia joins, 

And to her pletti^us harvest, Indif n mines : ■ 

S6 Dryden, not contented with the fame 

Of his mvn worksi thcragh an immortal same, . 

To lands remote fends forth his learned Mufc, 

The nobUft ic^idi of foreign wit to t\\\xCigt : 

Fcading our (cafe (b xs^ny varioys ways, . ~ * 

Say, is 't thy bounty ? or thy thirft of praife ? 

That, by comparing others, ail qiight Cat 

Vfho mod cx^ty »rc yet cxcell'd by thee. 

Xi^on a Hearing, in tlieHoufe of Lords, of a Caufo 
between Ker Grace the Dutchcfs of Graft^it. 
and the Lord Chief Juilice. 

nn H E princes fate. Beauty and Law contend : 
"*■ The Qi^ccn of Love will her own Caufc defend. 
Secure (he looks, as certain none can ffe 
Such beauty plead, and not her captive be« 
What need of words with fuch commandiDg cyea ! 
Muit I then fpcak ? Q lueavens 1 the f harmer cries ; 
O barbarous clime, where beauty borrows aid 
From eloquence, to charm, or to perfuadc ! 
Will Difcoiid never leave with envious Care 
To raifc debate ? But pifcord governs iicjc. 
To Juno, Pallas, Wifdom, Fame, and Power, 
Long fmce prcfcrr'd, what trial needs thcrj; more ? 
Confcft to fight, three goddcfles dckend 
On Ida's Uill| and for a piize cQjuepd, . . , 
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Nobly they bid, and lavilhly purfae 
A gift, that only could be Beauty^s due : 
Honours and wealth the generous judge d^rtiCBy 
And gives the triumph to the brighteiV i^oii 
Such precedents are numberlefs^: we-dMW 
Our right from cuftom : cuftom is a htw, r 
As high BS heaven, as wide as Teas and land^ 
As ancient as the world is our command. 
It might Tuf&ce that I pronounce it mine. 
And right or wrong he fhould his claim n^gn^ 
Mars and Alctdes would this plea allow^ 
Beauty was ever abfblute till now. '^ 

Not bears nor tigers fure fo favage are 
As thefe ili-manner*d monfiers of the bar. 
Loud Rumour has proclaimed a nymph div-ine^ 
Whofe matchlefs form, to counter balance Kant, 
By dint of beauty fhall extort your grace : 
Let her appear, this rival, fiace to face. 
Let eyes to eyes oppos'd this ftrife decide 9 ' 
Now when I lighten let her beams be try*d. . 
Was *t a vain promife, and a gown-man's lie ? ) 

Or ftandU ihe here, unmark'd, when I am by ? 
So heaven was mock'd, and once all Elit roun4 
Another Jupiter was (aid to found ; , 

On brazen floors, the royal a£^or tries 
To ape the thunder rattling in the ikies ; 
A brandifh'd i;orch» with emulating blaze, 
Affe£ls the forky lightning's pointed rays ? 
Thus borne aloft, triumphantly he rode 
Through crowds q£ wojGQupers, and ads.tbc god.. ^. . 

TV«. 
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The Sire Omnipotent prepares the bnuid 

By Vulcan wrought, and arms his potent hand. 

Then flan^ng hurls it hiiBng f ixnn above. 

And in the vaft abyfs confounds the mimic Jove* 

Prefuroptuous \weKh ! with mortal art to dare 

ImmortaJ power, and brave the Thunderer. 

Cafliope, preferring with difdain 
Her daughter to the Nereids, they complain : 
The daughter, for the mother's guilty fcom. 
Is doom'd to be devoured ; the mother 's borne 
Above the clouds, where by immortal light 
Revers'd ihe fhines, expos 'd to himian %ht» 
And to a fbameful pofture is confin'd, 
As an eternal terror to mankind. 
Did^thus the gods fuch private nymphs prote£^. 
What veagcance might the Queen of Love expe£k ! 
But grant fuch arbitrary pleas are vain, 
Wav'd let them be ; mere juftice ihall obtain : 
Who to a hufband better can fucceed, 
Than his lov'd wife, the partner of his bed ? 
Or to a father's right lay fironger claim, 
Than the dear youth in whom furvives his name ? 
Behold that youth, conHder whence he fprings. 
And in his royal veins refpe£t your kings j 
Immortal Jove upon a mortal ihe 
Begat his fire : fecond from Jove is he. 
Well did the father blindly fight your caufe. 
Following the cry of liberty and laws, 
If by thofe laws, for which he Jofl his life. 
You fpoil ungratefully the Ton ^nd wife. 
^ .. \Vbiat 
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What need I more ? 'twere trealbn to difpute ? 
The grant was royal : that decides the fuit : 
Shall vulgar laws imperial power conftrain ? 
Kings and the gods can never a£k in yam. 

She finifliM here, the queen of every grace^ 
DifHain vermilioning her heavenly face j 
Our hearts take fire, and all in tumult riie» 
And one wifh fpaikles in a thoufand eyes. 
O might (bme champion finiih theie debates. 
My fword (hould end what now my Mufe relates. 
Up rofe the judge, on each (ide bending \owp 
A crafty fmile accompanies his bow ; 
Ulyfies-like, a gentle paufe he makes. 
Then, railing by degrees his voice, he fpeaks ? 
In you, my lords, who judge, and all that hear, 
Methinks I read your wiihes for the fair j 
Nor can I wonder j even I contend 
With fecret pain, unwilling to ofiend ; 
Unhappy, thus oblig'd to a defence 
That may difpleafe fuch heavenly excellence* 
Might we the laws on any terms abuie, 
So bright an influence were the beft excufe. 
Let Niobe's juft doom, the vile difgrace 
Of the Propctides polluted race. 
Let death, or ihamc, or lunacy, furprize. 
Who dare to match the iuftre of her eyes : 
Aloud the ^irefl of the fex complain' 
Of captives loft, and loves invok'd in vain i 
At her appearance all their brightnefs ends, 
Thofc liars of beauty fet when (b^ afcends, 

WK«e. 
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Where Love imefides, (till nay ihe bear the pfite. 

But rigid law has nehher ears nor eyes t 

Charms to which Mars aad Hercules would bow, 

Minos and Rhadamanthns difarow : 

Juftice, by Aoching biafs'd or inclui*d»- 

Deaf to perfuafion, to temptation blind. 

Determines without farour, and the laws 

O'crlook the parties, to decide the cauic* 

What then avails it that a beardlcfs boy 

Took a jaih fancy for a female toy } 

Th' infulted Argives with a numerous hoft 

Purfuc revenge, and ieek tlie Dardaa coaft : 

Though the gods built, and though the gods defend, 

Thofc lofty towers the hoftilc Greeks afcend. 

Nor leave, they till the town in allies lies, 

And all the race of royal Priam dies. 

The queen of Paphos mixing in tlic fray 

Rallies the troops, and urges on the day, 

In perfon in the foremoil ranks flic ftands. 

Provokes the.eharge, dirc£ks, affiib, commands : 

Stern Diomcd, advancing high in air 

His feathered javelin, ftrikes the heavenly fair ; 

The vaulted ikies with her loud ihrieks refoundj 

And high Olympus trembles at the wound. 

In caufcs jud fhould all the gods oppofe, 

'Twcrc honeft to difpute ; fo Cato chofe. 

Difmifs that pica, and what f}iall blood avail ? 

If beauty is deny'd, fhall birth avail ? 

Blood and high deeds in diltant ages done. 

Are our forefathers merit, not our own. 

Mi^ht 
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Might none a juft poffeirion be aliow'd. 

But thofe who could bring defert or boaft of blood. 

What numbers, even here, might be condemn'd, 

Strip'd and defpoil'd of all, revil'd, contemn'd \ 

Take a juft view, how many may remark 

Who 's now a lord, his grandiire was a clerk : 

Then, O beware, nor do thofe robes defpife. 

But honour that, from whence your honours rife. 

How dear to Britain are her darling laws ! 

What blood has fhe not lavifliM in their caufe ? 

Kings are the common (laves to (laughter led, 

Or wander through the world to beg their bread. 

Such fatal precedents rtiight awe the throne 

From lawlefs grants : who gives what *s not their own. 

The gift is void : 'iwiere £t cheap way to clear 

The crown accounts, by robbing from the bar ! 

That power which takes from me, may force from you : 

To your own inierefbs— you were ever true : 

Confider that : I plead but your own cauft : 

Give fentence then, prote6i:, maintain the laws. 

He fpoke. The princes differ, and divide ; 

Some follow law, and fome with beauty fide. 

So once th* apoftate angels brav*d the power 

Whom they were wont to worfhip and implore : 

Like impious is their rage, who have in chace 

A new omnipotence iff Grafton's face. 

Bold Rochefter, undaunted> juft, and wife, 

AflTerts the goddefs with the charming eyes : 

Beauty her orders, like th' Almighty, fends, 

And Rochefter, like Michael, cleaves the fiends : 

P ^vA 
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And O may Beauty never want reward 
For thee, her noble champion, and her guard. 
Beauty triumphs, and Law fubmitttng lies, 
The tyrant tam'd, aloud for mercy cries : 
Conqueft can never fail in radiant Grafton's eyes. 
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TO MY LORD LANSDOWNE, 

UPON THE 

BOMBARDING AND BURNING THE TOWN 
OF GRANVILLE IN NORMANDY, 

nPHOUGH built by gods, confun^'d by fioftile flame 
■^ Troy bury*d lies, yet lives the Trojan name ; 
And fo ihall ihine, though witli thefe walls were lo(t 
All the records thy anceftors could boaft. 
For Latium conquer'd, and forTurnus flain, 
^neas lives, though not one flone remain 
Where he arofc : nor art thou lefs renowned 
For thy loud triufnphs on Hungarian ground. 
Thofe arms which for nine centuries had brav'd * 
The wrath of time, on antic flone engrav*d. 
Now torn by mortars, ftand yet undefac'd 
On nobler trophies by thy valour rais'd : 

* The arms of his family, at that time ftill remaining 
on one of the gates of the town. 

Safe 



TO LORD LANSDOWNE, 

Safe on thy * eagle's wings they foar, above 
The rage of war or thunder to remove, 
Borne by the bird of Ca^far and of Jove. 
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TO MY FRIEND DR. GARTH, 

IN" HIS SICKNESS. 

MACH AON Pick J in every face we find 
His danger is the danger of mankind"^ 
Whoie art protefting, Nature could expire 
But by a deluge, or the general fire. 
More lives he faves than perifli in our wars. 
And fafter than a plague deftroys, repairs r 
The bold caroufcr, and adventuring dame. 
Nor fear the fever, nor refufe the flame j 
Safe in his (kill, from all reftraint fet free, 
But confcious fhame, remorfe, and piety. 
Sire of all arts, defend thy darling fon, 
O fave the man. whofe life 's fo much our own ; 
On whom,, like Atlas, the whole world *s reclin'd^ 
And, by reftoring Garth, preferve mankind. 

* Created a Count of the Roman empire, with pri- 
vilege to quarter his arms on the Imperial Spread Eagle, 
in acknowledgment of his bravery at the relief of Vienna, 
and fcveral other occafions in the war pf, Hungary, 
where hia lordfliip fcrved a volunteer. 
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SONG. 

•TO M Y R A. 

I. 

nr* H E happieft mortals once were we, 
•*• I lov'd Myra, Myra me ; 

Each de(irous of the bleffingy > 

Nothing wanting but poll'ciiing ; 
I lov'd Myra, Myra me. 
The happieft mortals once were we. 

II. 
But fince cruel fates difTever, 
Torn from Love, and torn for ever. 

Tortures end me. 

Death befriend me ; 
Of all pains the greateft pain 
Js to love— and love in vain. 

LT O F L A V I A. 

Her Gardens having efcaped a Flood that had 
deftroyed all the Fruits of the Ground in her 
Neighboorhood. 

WH AT hands divine have planted and proted. 
The torrent fpares, and deluges rclpeft j 
So when the waters o'er the world were fpread, 
CovcriDg each oak, and ever^' mountain's head, 

4 Twt 
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The chofcn Noah fail'd within his ark. 
Nor might the waves overwhelm the facred bark. 
The charming Flavia is no Icfs, we find. 
The favourite of heaven than of mankind 5 
The gods, like rivals, imitate our care, 
And vie with mortals to oblige the fair; 
Thcfe favours, thus beftow'd on her alone, 
Are but the homage that they fend her down* 
. O Flavia, may thy virtue from above 
Be crown'd with bleilings endlefs as thy love I 

Written in a Novel, entitled, Les Malheuks 
DE l*Amour. 

TTASTE to Clarinda, and reveal 
•*■ •*• Whatever pains poor lovers feel j 
When that is done, then tell the fair 
That I fendure much mere for her. 
Who'd truly know Love's power or fmart, 
Muft view her eyes, and read my heart. 

PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

SHE-GALLANTS. 

A S quiet monarchs, that on peaceful thrones 
•^ •*" In fports and revels long had rcign'd like drones^ 
Rouzing at length, refleft with guilt and ihame 
That not one ftroke had yet been given foe fanifi \ 

P 7 ^^» 
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Wars they denounce, and, to redeem the paft. 

To bold attempts and nigged labours hafte. 

Our poet fo with like concern reviews 

The youthful follies of his love-fick Mufe ; 

To amorous toils, and to the filcnt grove, 

To Beauty's fnares, and to deceitful Love, 

He bids farewell : his ihield and lance prepares. 

And mounts the (bge to bid immortal wars. 

Vice, like fome monger, fuffcring none t* efcape. 

Has feizd the town, and varies ftill her fhape. 

Here, like a general, ihc flruts in (late, 

Whil* crowds in red and blue her orders wait. 

There, like fome penfive (latefman, walks demure. 

And fmiies, and hugs, to make de(lru6lion fure ; 

Now under high commodes, with looks erefl^ 

liarefac'd devours, in gaudy colours deck'dj 

Then, in a vizard, to avoid grimace, 

Allows all freedom, but to fee the face. 

Jn pulpits and at bar (he wears a gown. 

In camps a fword, in palaces a crown. 

Refolv*d to combat with this motley bead. 

Our poet comes to ftrikc one llrokc at leaft. 

His glafs he means not for this jilt or beau, 

borne features of you all he hopes to Ihow, 

On chofen heads nor lets the thunder fall, 

But fcattershis artillery at all. 

Yet to the fair he fain would quarter fhow. 

His tender heart recoils at every blow ; 

If unawares he give too fmart a ftroke, 

i£r means but to corrc6b, and not provoke* 

1L^V 



EPILpGUE TO THE SAME. 

S P O K E N 

By Mrs. Bracegirdle in Mens Cloaths. 

T Who have been the poet's fpark to-day, 

•*" Will now become the champion of his play. 

Know all, who would pretend to my good grace, 

I mortally diflike a damning face. 

PleasM or difpleas'd, no matter now *tis paft. 

The firft who dares be angry breathes his laft : 

Who (hall prefume to doubt my will and plcafure. 

Him I defy to fend his weapon's meafure : 

If war you chufe, and blood muft needs be fpilt here, 

By Jove, let me alone to match your tjlter, 

1 '11 give you fatisfa61ion if I can j 

'Sdeath, 'tis not the firft time I've killed my man. 

On pain of being ported to your forrow. 

Fail not, at four, to meet mc here to-morrow. 
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EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

JEW OF VENICE. 

Xp ACH in his turn, the Poet *, and the Prieft f, 

-*-^ Have view'd the ftagc, but like falfe prophets gueft ; 

The man of zeal, in his religious rage. 

Would filence poets, and reduce the fiage. 

The poet, raflily to get clear, retorts 

On kings the fcandal, and befpatters courts. 

Both err : for, without mincing, to be plain. 

The guile *s your own of every odious fcene. 

The prefent time ftill gives the ftage its mode ; 

The vices that you pra6life we explode : 

We hold the glafs, and but refleft your ihame. 

Like Spartans, by expofing, to reclaim. 

The fcribler, pinch'd with hunger, writes to dine. 

And to your genius muft conform his line; 

Not lewd by choice, but merely to fubmit ; 

Would you encourage fenfc, fenfe would be writ. 

Good plays we try, which after the firft day 
Unfcea we a61:, and to bare benches play j 
Plain fenfe, which pleas'd your fifes an age ago. 
Is loft, without the garniture of fnow. 

* Mr. Drvden, in his prologue to the Pilgrim. 
t Mr. Collier, in his View of the Stage. 

Avail 



EPILOGUE TO THE JEW OF VENICE, tx} 
At vafft cxpcnce wc labour to our ruin. 
And court your favour with our own undoing} 
A war of profit mitigates the evil, 
But to be tax'-d — and beaten— is the devil. 
How was the fcene forlorn » and how defpis*d. 
When Timon without mufic moral iz'd ; 
Shakefpeaie *s fublime in vain entic'd the dirong 
Without the aid of PurcelPs Syren fong ! 

In the fame antique loom thed* fcenes were wrought^ 
Embcllifti'd with good morals and juft thought. 
True nature in her nobleft light you fee, 
Ere yet debauch*d by modem gallantry 
To trifling jefts, and fulfome ribaldry : 
What ruft Kmains upon the ihining mafs. 
Antiquity muft privilege to pafs. 
'Tis Shakefpearc*s play, and if thcfe fcenes mifcarry, 
Let Gormon * tal^ the ftage— -or Lady Mary f. 

PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

BRITISH ENCHANTERS. 

POETS by obfervation find it true, 
*Tis harder much to pkafe thcmfelves than you : 
To weave a plot, to work and to reCme 
A labour'd fcene, to polifli every line, 



} 



* A famous prize-fighter, 
f A famous jropc-dancer. 
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Judgment muft fweat, and feel a mother's pains : 

Vain fools ! thus to diburb and rack their brains. 

When more indulgent to the writer's cafe. 

You are too good to be fu hard to plcafe : 

Ko fuch convulixvc pangs it will require 

To write— the pretty things which you admire. 

Our author then, to pleafe you in your way, 

Prefents you now a bauble of a play ; 

In gingling rhyme, well fortify'd and ftrong. 

He fights cntrenchM o*er head and ears in fong. 

If here and there fome evil-fated line 

Should chance, through inadvertency, to ihine. 

Forgive him, beaux ; he noeans you no o£*ence. 

But begs you, for the love of fong and danoe. 

To pardon*— all the poetry and fenfe. 

E^PILOGUE, 
DESIGNED FOR THE SAME. 

^\JjT IT once, like Beauty, without art or drefs, 

^^ Naked and unadom'd, could find fuccefs. 
Till by fruition novelty deftroy'd. 
The nymph muft find new charms to be enjoy'd. 
As by his equipage the man you prize. 
And ladies muft have gems befide their eyes ; 
So fares it too with plays, in vain we write 
Unlefs the mufic orthe (how invite, 
Not Hamlet clears the charges of the night. 
Would you but fix fome ftandard how to move. 
We would transform to an^ iVAii^'^ou love : 



) 
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Judge our defire by our coft and pains, 
Sure in expence, uncertain in our gains. 
But though we fetch from Italy and France 
Our fopperies of rune and mode of dance. 
Our fturdy Britons fcorn to borrow fenfe, 
Howe'er to foreign fafhions we fubmit. 
Still every fop prefers his mother-wit. 
In only wit this conflancy is Ihown, 
For never was that arrant changeling known. 
Who, for another's fcnfe, would quit his own. 
In all things elfe to love of change inclin'd. 
Scarce in two following fefRons can we find 
That politician— but has changed his mind : 
But fure fucli patriots change not, but forget, 
'Tis want of memory, the curie of wit. 
Our author would cxcufe thefc youthful fcenes. 
Begotten at his entrance in his teens j 
Some childifli fancies may approve the toy. 
Some like the Mufe the more — for being a boy; 
And ladies ihould be pleas'd, though not content. 
To find fo young a thing not impotent. 
Our ftage reformers too he would difarm. 
In charity £0 cold, in zeal fo warm ; 
And therefore, to atone for pad abules. 
And gain the church-indulgence for the Mufes, 
He gives his thirds to charitable ufes. 
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PROLOGUE 

ToMr. Higgon's excellent Tragedy, called 
THE GENEHOUS CONQUEROR. 

YOUR comic writer is a common foe, 
None can intrigue in peace, or be a beau ; 
Her wanton wife nor widow can be fped, , 
Not even Ruflel can inter the dead, 
But ihait this cenfor, in his whim of wit. 
Strips and prefents you naked to the pit. 
Thus critics ihould, like thefe, be branded focs> 
Who for the polfon only fuck the rofe ; 
lteje6ling what is fweet, like vultures they 
Feed only on the carrion of a play. 
Snarling and carping without wit or fenfe, 
Impeach miftakes, overlooking excellence. 
As if to every fop it might belong 
Like fenators to ccnfure, right or wrong. 
But generous wits have more heroic views, 
And love and honour are the themes they chufe. 
From yon bright heaven * our author fetch'd his firc^ 
And paints the paffions that your eyes infpire ; 
Fpll of that flame, his tender fcenes he warms. 
And frames his goddefs by your matchlefs charms. 

* To the ladies. 

PELEUS 
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PELEUS AND THETIS. 
A M A S Q^ U E. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Pelcus, in love with Thetis, by the affiftancc of Protcui> 
obtains her favour ; but Jupiter interpofing, Peleus 
in defpair coniulrs Prometheus, famous for his ikill 
in aftrology ; upon whofe prophecy, that thefon born 
of Thetis fhould prove greater than his father, Jupiter 
defifts. The prophecy was afterwards verified in the 
birth of Achilles, the fon of Thetis by Peleui. 

PERSONS IN THE MASQJJE. 

Jupiter. I Prometheus. 
Peleus. I Thetis. 

Prometheus appean upon Mount Caucafus chained to a 
itKky with the vulture at his breaft. Peleus enters^ 
addreffig himiclf to Prometheus. 

PELEUS. 

Condemned on Caucafus to lie. 
Still to be dying, not to die. 
With certain pain, uncertain of relief 
True emblem of a wxetched lover's gnef f 

^T5^ 
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To whofe infpefting eye *tis given 
To view the planetary way. 
To penetrate eternal day, 
And to revolve the ftarry heaven ; 
To thee, Prometheus, I complain. 
And bring a heart as full of paid. 

Prom. From Jupiter Cpr'mg all our woes,. 

Thetis is Jove*s, who once was thine 5 
'Tis vain, O Pcfcus, to oppofc 
Thy torturer---and mine. 
Contented with dcfpair, 
O wretched man ! rcfign 
Whom you adore, or clfe prepare 

For change of torments, great as mine. 
*Tis vain, O Peleus, to oppofc 
Thy torturer and mine. 
Pel. In change of torments would be eafc ; 

Could you divine what lovers bear, 

Even you, Prometheus, would confcis 

There is no vulture like Defpair. 

Prom. Ceafe, cruel Vulture, to devour. 
Pel. Ceafe, cruel Thetis, to difdain. 

T H E T.l S ENTERS. 

The. Peleus, uniuftly you complain. 
Prom. Ceafe, cruel Vulture, to devour. 
Pel. Ceafe cruel Thetis, to difdain. 
The. Peleus, unjuftly you complain. 

The gods, alas ! no refuge find 
From ills refiftlefs fates ordain r 
J MU am true — and \NOu\d \)t Vwv^* Pel^ 
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Pel. To love and to languifli. 

To figh and complain , 
How killing *s the anguilh, . 
How tormenting the pain i 
Suing, 
Purfuing, 
Flying, 
Denying, 
O the curie of difdain, 
How tormenting *s the pain ! 

To love, &€• 
The. Accuried Jealoufy, 
Thou jaundice in the lover^s eye. 
Through which all obje£ts falfc we fee, ' 

Accurfed Jealoufy ! 
Thy rival, Pcleus, rules the fky. 

Yet I fo prize thy love, 
With Peleus I would chufc to die. 
Rather than live with Jove. 

JUPITER APPEARS DESCENDING. 

But (cc, the mighty Thunderer *s here j 

Tremble, Pcleus, tremble, fly; 
The Thunderer \ the mighty Thunderer ! 

Tremble, Pelcrw, tremble, fly. 



A full 
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A full Chorus of all the Voices and Inftrnmeuts while 
Jupiter is defcending. 

CHORUS. 

But fee, the mighty Thunderer 's here ; 

Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly; 
The Thunderer ! the mighty Thunderer ! 

Tremble, Peieus, tremble, fly. 

[JUPITER BEING DESCENDED] 

Jup. Prefumptuous flave, riiral to Jore, 

How dar'ft thou, mortal, thus defy 
A goddefs uith audacious love. 

And irritate a god with jealoufy ? 
Prefumptuous mortal, hence — 
Tremble at omnipotence. 

Pel. Arm'd with io?e, and Thetis by, 
I fear no odds 
Of men or gods. 
But Jove himfelf defy. 

Jove, lay thy thunder down ; 
Arm'd with love, and Thetis by. 

There is rrore terror in her frown. 
And fiercer lightning in her eye : 
I fear no odds 
Of men or gods. 
But Jove himfelf defy, 

Jup, 



PELEUS AND THETIS, las 
Ju p. Bring; roe lightning, give me thunder; 

Halle, ye Cyclops, with your forked rods, 

This rebel Love braves all the godSi, 

And every hour by Love is made 

Some heaven-defying encelade. 
Bring me lightnings give me thunder. 
Pel. and Thet. Jovd mi^ kill, but lie'erihall fuader. 
J UP. Bring me li^ttdng, give me thunder. 
Pel. and Thet. Jove may kill, but nb'^r'ihsll fixider. 

T«E t . 'fty love ftiU arro'd with fate 
Is dreadful as thy hate : 

O might it prove td me. 
So gentle Peleus were but free, 

O might it j5A)ve't6 riie 
As fatal as to loll cbhrumiiig Semele ^ 
Thy love ftill' annM With fate 
Is dread/ul as thy hate. . 

Prom. Son of Saturn, talce advice ^ 

From one, whom thyliv'tre d'^rcree 
Has fumiih'd leifure to ^w wife : 

Thou ruVft the gods, but' t^^ate rule's tftee, 
Whoe'ec th' immortal maid comp.re^g 
Sb'aiU dfte'the joy, anci neap the bkflingt 

tIius ttt' tinerring ftars advifc : 
From that aufpicious night an heir fliall rife. 

Paternal glprtei taouc-fhfirt,^ 
And be the greateft of his lifi^. 
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Jup. Shall then the (on of Saturn be undone^ 
Like Saturn^ by an impious Ton ! 
Juftly th' impartial fates confpiref 
Dooming that Ton to be the fire 
Of fuch another fon. 
Confcious of ills that I haye doncy 
My fears to prudence fhall advife. 
And guilt, that made me great, ihail ihake me wifb* 
The fatal bleffing I re%n I 

[Giviug bm io Pelatu 
Feleus, take the maid divine : 
Jove confenting, (he is thine ; 
The fatal blefiing I refign. 
Pel. Heaven had been loft, had I been Jove % 
There is no heaven like mutual love. 

Jup. to Prom. And thou, die (huY infeespreter, 

'Tis juft I fet thee free. 

Who giv'ft me liberty ; 
Arife, and be thyfelf a (br« 

'Tis juft I fet thee free. 

Who giv*ft me liberty. 

[The Vulture drops dead at the feet of Prometheus, his Awa 
fall of, and he is home up to heaven -with Jupiter^ /# « 
ioud ftourijh of all the muJicJ] 

Pel. Fly, fly to my arms, to myarmiy 
Goddefs of immortal charms ! 
To my arms, to my arms, fly, fly, 
Goddefs of tranijporting joy ! • 

6 But 
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But to gaze 

On thy face. 
Thy gentle hand thus prcflingt 
Is heavenly, heavenly blefling. 

O my foul ! 
Whither, whither art thou flying > 
Lofl in fweet tumultuous dying. 
Whither, whither art thou flying, 

O my foul ! 

Thet. You tremble, Peleus — So do I « 
Ah Itay, and we'll together die. 
Immortal, and of race divine, 
* My foul fliall take her flight with thine : 
Life diflblving in delight. 
Heaving breafls, and fwimming light, 
Faultering ^eech, and gafping breathy 
Symptoms of delicious death, 
Life diflblving in delight. 
My foul is ready for the flight. 

O my foul ! 
Whither, whither art thou flying > 
Loft in fweet tumultuous dying. 
Whither, whither art thou flying, 

O my foul ! 

Pel. ahd Thet. 1 _ ^ , - 
repeat together, j O my foul, &C 
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CHORUS of all the Inftrumeats and Voices. 
Singing and Dancing. 

When the ftotin is blown over^ 

flow blcil is the Twain, 
Who begins to difcovep 

Afi end of his pain. 

When the ftorm, &c. 

Written under Mrs. Harm's Nwpc upon ^ 
Dnnkingr Glafs. 

TM E gods of wine, and wit, and love, prepare 
With chearfui bowU to.celebcate the fair; 
I^oye is enjoin'd to name his favourite toail. 
And Hare 's the goddefs that delights him moft ; 
Phoebus approves, and bids the triunpets foundf 
And Bacchus, in a bumper, (bnds it round. 

Written under the Dutchf fs of Bolton's Name 
upon a Drinking;Gla&* 

T OVE's keeened darts are charming Bolton's care, 
-^ Which the bright goddefs poifoi^s with d^ip^r { 
The God of Wine the dire effect' fwcjfees^ 
And fends the juice that gives the lover eafe. 

' ' A Latik 
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ALatim Jksckiptiok on a Me das for 
LEWIS XIV. 

V 

T)Roximus & ^ilis regnas Ltidovice tonai^tif 
-*• Vim fummam, famtna cum pietate gcris t 
Magnus & expariiis alis, fed maiimus armis, 

Protegis hinc Anglos, Teutones indc ferii, 
Quin tocant totb TitaniafcederaRhcno, 

Ilia aq\iilam tantum, G^IIa fdlmen habet. 



Englished, and applM tiii$i« Qjtrr^. 

T^ E XT to the Thufadefer let Ak?ia Ifeiid, 
-*-^ In pie^y fupreme, a^ in cotnntahd, 
Fam'd for viftorious arms and gtncrous aid', 
Young Auftria's refuge, and fierce Bolurbdn*s dread : 
Titanian leagues in vain fhaiU braire the RhxnrCi 
When to the Eagle you the Thufader joiB. 



A MORNING HVMN.. 
To Her Grace the Dutchcft of Ha m i £T o n# 

A WAKE, bright Hainikon, aoTd,t ■ '- 

'*• ^ Goddefs of Love, and of the Day, 
Awake, difclofe thy charming eyes, 
And ftiow the fun a brighter ca^ t 
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Phoebus in vain calls iPorth the blulhing morn» 
He but creates the day» which you adorn. 

i' TKe'lark, that wont with warbling throat 

Early to falute the ikies, 
Or ileeps, or elfe fufp^nds his note, 

DlfcR\|ming day till you arife. 
Goddefs awake, thy beams difplay, 

Redore the univerfe to light } 
When Hamilton appean, tlien dawns the day. 
And wheii (he difappcars, begins the night. 

LovcrSy who watchful vigils keep. 
For lovers never, never deep ! 
^ Wait for the rifing of the fair, 
To ofier fongs and hymns of prayer. 

Like Periians to the fun : 
Even life and death and fate are there, 
Tor in the rolls of ancient deiliny 

Long fince 'twas noted down. 
The dying Ihall revive, the living die, 

But as. you iinile or frown. 

Awake, bright Hamilton, arife, 

Goddefs of Love, and of the day. 
Awake, difclofe thy charming eyes, 
And ihew the fun a brighter ray : 
Phcebus in vain calls forth the bluihing mom^ 
He but creates the day, which you adorn. 
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AN E S S A r 

ir p o N 

VNNATURAL FLIGHTS IN POETRY^ 

AS when fome image of a charming face. 
In living paint, an artiil tries to trace, 
He carefully confults €ach beauteous line, 
Adjufting to his obje6t his defign ; 
We praife the piece, and give the pointer fame. 
But as the bright refemblance fpeaks the dame. 
Poets arc limners of another kind. 
To copy out ideas in the mind ; 
Words are the paint by which their thoughts are fliowo. 
And Nature is their objeft to be drawn ; 
The written pi6hirc we applaud or blame. 
But as the juft proportions are the (ame. 
Who, driven with ungovernable fire, 
Or, void of art, teyond thefe bounds afpire, 
Oigantic forms and monfbrous births alone 
Produce, which Nature ihockM difdains to own« 
By true refle6lion I would fee my ^ce. 
Why brihgs the fool a magnifying-glafs ? 
^' But poetry in fiftion takes delight, 
*< And mounting in bold figures out of fight, 
•*' Leaves Truth behind in her audacious flight : 
<( Fables and metaphors, that always lie, 
•<* And ralh hyperboles that foars fo high, 
'* Aoti every omamem of verfe muft die« 
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Miflake me not : no figures I exclude. 

And liut foi^ intODpeiancey not food* 

Who would with care (bme happy fiSion frune. 

So mimics truth, it looks tbe veqf fame. 

Not rais'd to force, or feign'd in Nature's fconif 

fiut meant to grace, illnfirate, and adorn : 

Important truths ftill let your fables hold. 

And moral myfieries widi art unfold ; 

Ladies and beaux to pleaie, is all the taik^ 

But the (haq> critic will infirudion alk. 

As yeils tranfparent cover, but not hide, 

Su A meuphors appear, when rig^ apply'd ; 

When dirough the phraie we plainly fee the ienic. 

Truth with fuch obvious meanings will di^ienie. 

The reader what in reaibn 's due believes » 

'Nor can we call that falie which not deceives : 

Hyperboles fo daring and fo bold, 

Dll'daining bounds, are yet by rules contrord ; 

Above the clouds, but yet within our fight, 

Tb.ey mount with Truth, and make a towering fliglx^ 

Prcfenting things impoflible to view. 

They wander through incredible to true : 

Falfehoods thus mix'd like metals are reBn*d, 

And truth, like filver, leaves the drofi behind* 

Thus Poetry has ample fpacc to foar. 

Nor needs forbidden regions to explore; 

Such vaunts as his who can with patience read. 

Who thus dclciibes his hero when he 's dead ? 

«• In heat of action (lain, yet fcorns to fall, 

'* ^uririJi njaiataini the war, and tights at— All." 

X TV* 
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The noify culirerin, o'cr-charg'd, lets fly, 
And burfts, unaiming, in the rended iky ; 
Such frantic flights are like a madman's dream> 
And Nature fufiers in the wild extremie. 
The captive Canibal, oppreft with chains, 
Yet braves his foes, reviles, provokes, dildatns | 
Of nature fierce, untameable, and proud. 
He bids defiance to the gaping croud. 
And fpent at lafl, and (peechlefs as he lies. 
With fiery glances mocks dieir rage, and ditsi 
This is the utmoft ftretch that Nature can. 
And all beyond is fulfbme, falfe, and vain. 
The Roman wit, who impioufly divides 
His hero and his gods to different fides, 
I would condemn, but that, in fpite of ienfe, 
Th* admiring world (till flands in his defence : 
The gods permitting traitors to fucceed. 
Become not parties in an impious deed. 
And, by the tyrant*s murder, we may find. 
That Cato and the gods were of a mind. 
Thut forcing truth with fnch prepoilerous praiie. 
Our charafters we leflen, when we'd raifc ; 
Like caftlcs built by magic art in air, 
That vanifh at approach, fuch thoughts appear; 
But rais'd oq truth by ibme judicious hand, 
As on a rock they fliall for ages ftand. 
Our king return'd, and baniih'd peace reflor*d. 
The Mule ran mad to fee her exil'd lord ; 
On the crackM ftage the Bedlam heroes roar*d. 
And fcarcc could fpeak one reafonable word : 
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Drydcn himfclf, to pleafc a frantic age. 

Was forcM to let his judgment iloop to rage ; 

To a wild audience he conformed his voice, 

Comply 'd to cuftom, but not crr*d through choke. 

Deem then the people's, not the writer's fia, 

Almapior's rage, and rants of Maximin ; 

That fury fpcnt in each elaborate piece, 

He vies for fame with ancient Rome and Greece* 

Rofcommon Erft, then Mulgrave rofe, like light. 

To cleajr our darkncfs, and to guide our flight 2 

With ftcady judgment, and in lofty (bunds. 

They gave us patterns, and they fet us bounds* 

The Stagyrite and Horace laid afide. 

Informed by them, we need no foreign guide ; 

Who feek from poetry a lading name. 

May from their leiTons learn the road to fame ; 

But let the bold adventurer be fure 

That every line the teft of truth endure j 

On this foundation may the fabric rife 

Firm and unihaken, till it touch the ikies. 

From pulpits banifli'd, from the court^ from loYCp 

Abandon'd Truth fecks flicker in the grove ; 

Cherilh, ye Mufes, the forfaken fair, 

And take into your train this beauteous wanderer* 
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A 
CHARACTER OF MR. WYCHERLEY». 

OF all our modem wits, none feems to me ^ 

Once to have touched upon true comedy^ I 

But hafty Shadwell, and flow Wycherley. J 

Shad well's unfiniih'd works do yc|: impart 
Great proofs of Nature's force^ tbough none of Art ; 

But 

* This character, however juft in other prticulars, yet 
is injurious in one ; Mr. Wycherley being rcprefented 
as a laborious writer, which every man who has the leaH 
perfbnal knowledge of him can contradifV. 

Thofc indeed who form their judgment only from his 
writings, may be apt to hnagine io many admirable re- 
ilc6Hon8, fuch diverfity of images and charafters, fuch 
ihri£t enquiries into nature, fuch cIo(e oblervations on the 
feveral humours, manners, and ajQfefbions of all ranks 
and degrees of men, and, as it were, fo true and fo per- 
fe£b a difleflion of humankind, delivered with fo much 
pointed wit and force of cxpreffion, could be no other 
than the work of extraordinary diligence and applica- 
tion : whereas others, who have the happinefs to be ac- 
quainted with the author, as well as his writitings, arc 
able to affirm thefe happy performances were due to his 
infinite genius and natural penetration. We owe the 
pleafure and advantage of having been fo well entertained 
and inftru£bed by him to his facility of doing it ; for, if 
I mifiakiB him not extremely, had it been a trouble 
to him to write, he would have fpared himfelf that trou- 
ble. What he has performed would indeed have been 
difficult for another ; but the club which a man of 
ordinary iize could not lift^ was but a walking-ilick for 
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But Wycherley earns hard what e'er he gains. 
He wants no judgment, and he ipares no pains , &e. 
Lord Rocheiler's Poeiqs. 

Mr. Wvcherley, in his writings, has been the ibarpeft 
Oit^rift of nis time $ but« in his nature, he Has all tte 
ibftnefs of the tendered difpofitions : in his writings he is 
fcverc, bold, undertaking : in his nature, gentle, nuxlefi, 
itnoffenfive : be makes ufe of his fatire as a man truly 
brave of his eourage, only upon public occafions and for 
public rood. He compainonates the wounds he is und* 
a nece^ty to probe, or, like a good-natur'd conqueror, 
c;ricves at the occaGons that provoke him to make fuch 
havock. 

There are who obje6l to his verfification : but a diamond 
is not Icfs a diamond for not being poliihed. Verfifica- 
tion is in poetry what colouring is in painting, a beautiv 
ful ornament: but if the proportions are juft, the 
poflurc true, the figure bold, and the refemblance ac- 
cording to nature, though the colours (hould happen to 
be rough, or carckfkly hid on, yet may the piece be of 
incftimable value : whereas the fined and the niceft 
colour! Qg art can invent, is but labour in vain, whem 
the reft is wanting. Our prefent writers indeed, for the 
moft part, fecm to lay the whole drefs of their endea- 
vours upon the harmony of words ; but then, like 
eunuchs, they (acriBce their manhood for a voice, and 
reduce our poetry to be like echo, nothing but found. 

In Mr. Wvcherley, every thing is mafculise : his 
Mufc is not led fortli as to a revie\v, but as to a battle » 
not adorned for parade, but execution : he would be 
tried by the fharpnefs of his blade, and not by the finery : 
like your heroes of antiquity, he charges in iron, and 
fccms to defpife ail ornament but intrinfic merit ; and 
like thofe heroes has therefore added another name to 
his own, and by the unanimous confent of hiK cotem- 
porarics, is diilinguifhcd b^ ihc \ull appellarion of 
MmoI/ VVychcrJcy. 1.ks^v>^>ky.'l, 
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Written ia » L6af of th^ Av T it on^s f*o Vm a, 
prefented to the QJU £ £ N. 

THE 
MUSE'S LAST DYINa S^NOi 

A Mufe expiring,, who, witkearlif^itvoice^: 
■^^ Made kings and queens, and beauty's charms lier 

choice; 
Now on her death-bed, this lafl homage V^Y^t 
O Queen ! to thee: accept her dying lays. 
So, at th* approach of Death, the cygnet tries 
To warble one note more — and finging dies. 
Hail, mighty Queen ! whofe powerful fmile alone 
Commands rubje6Uon, and fecures the throne : 
Contending parties, and plebeian rage. 
Had puzzled loyalty for half an age : 
Conquering our hearts, you end the long diipute. 
All, who have eyes, confefs you abfolute. 
To Tory do£lrines, even Whigs rcfign. 
And in your perfon own a right divine. 

Thus fang the Mufe, in her lafl moments fir'd 
With Carolina's praife— *and then expir'd. 
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Written in a Leiif oFtiie fame Poems, prefented 
,.. tp the PRINCESS ROYAL. 

WHEN we'd exalt fbme heavenly fair^ 
To ibme bright goddefs we compare : 
Minervai wifdom; Juno, grace; 
And Venns fumiihes the face : 
In royal ANNE*t bright form is feen, 
What comprehends them all — The Qu^EN. 
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T HT E 

BRITISH ENCHANTERS: 

O R, 
NO MAGIC LIKE LOVE. 



DRAMATIC POEM. 



DRAMATIS PERSON iE. 

MEN. 

CsL I us, King pf Britain, Father to Oriana. .. . 
Co NSTANTius, EmpcTor of Rome, in love with Oriada. 
Amadis, a famous Knight- Adypfitqlner> in Jove with 

Oriana, and beloved by her. 
Flo RES TAN, Companion to Aroadisj in love with. 

Coriianda. 'I 

Lucius, a Roman. 
Arcalaus, an Enchanter, enemy to Amadis« 

WOMEN. 

Arcabon, an Enchantrefs, Sifter to Arcalaus* 

Oriana. 

corisanda. 

Urganda, a good Enchantrefs. 

Delia, her Attendant. 

Officers and Guards attending Cell us ; Romans attend- 
ing Conftantius; Ladies attending Oriana; Attendants 
to the feveral Enchanters; Knights and Ladies 
Captives ; Singers and Dancers. 

The S C E N E in BRITAIN. 



THE ^ 

BRITISH ENCHANTERS^ 

ACT I. SCENE I; 

Ti&e firr/£iji rl/es to a jlplrrr^ i/ «// ^irf j </ /w^ mij/ff . The 
fcene is a grove heautiffd -witb fountains, ftatues^ &c, 
Urganda is difcoveredar ifi the midftof fime ceremony of 
enchantment. Thunder during the nmfi^.' ^* .'•'•,• 

URGANDA^ D&CIA) AND ATTBWOAKTS* 
tJ R O A N D A. 

QOUND, foun^, ye ^ml8» the Tended doiudfdividey 
^ Fright back the pried, and fave « tt^mblklf bride ; 
Affifl an injur'd lover'l fkithfuHove: 
An injur'd lover's cauie is worthy Jove. . - '; ' 

,i DEL X A. ^ 

Succefsful is our charm : . the xemple fliakes. 
The altar nods, th» aftonifli'd prieft forikkcs ^..^ . . . ^,^ 
The hallow'd fhrine, itarts from the fa^fidegrooai's Cidtt 
Breaks off the rites, and leaves the knot uiity*di. 

[Thunder again and mttjtc. Vrgm^ ^mfks inrnthe fcene, 
-waving her inchanted rod during the follvwit^ (mtntsihtli • ^' 

^ See the Prologue, p. 117. 
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Ye fwcet xnuficians of the iky> 
Hither, hither, flj, ^» 
And with enchanting notes all magic elie fupply* 
S<jitnjJ^,fiqSppr, toucjit^^t^ ; : ^ ; 

Strike the lyre, and tune the flute ; 
In harmony^ 
flelefitl^harujoayr'. .i 

All magic charms are ^ound ; 
Sound the trumpet, fotmdw- 

. . A Singly Yoke. 
Jaibn thus to Qrpkens iaid» . • . . 
Take thy harp, and melt the msdd ; 
VowiMetm* vith.imAS(;imnRhcv^ 
Play, my friend, and charm the charmer* 
Hark ! hark ! 'tis Or^^eus {>kys, 
Thit cedars. dance» the ^Te obeys. 

mA^ hArk again ! 
Medea melts like Proferpine* 

Liilening ihe tiKlis : how ibft, ihe cries f 
Howfweet; ah how fweet each firing replies. 

Till on the warbling note Ihe dies. 
Ah how fweet, and how divine ! 

1 'tis a pleafure 

Beyond meafure. 

Take the trcafuiej 
Greeks %* thine* 

CHORUl 
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CHORUS. 

Sound the trumpet, touch the lute. 
Strike the lyre, and tune the flute 2 
In h^rmonjfi, 

Celeftial harmony, 
All magic charms are fbtibd ; 

Sound the trumpet, llbund. 

Firft Dance of Statuts. 

A Single Voice. . , 

When with adoring looks we gaac 
On bright Oriana's heavenly face, 
In every glance, and every grace. 
What is that we fee 

But harmony ; 
Ccleftial harmony! 
Our raviih'd hearts leap up to meet 
The mufic of her eyes, and dance around her ftetc 

U UGANDA. 

This care for Amadis, ye gods, approVe, 
For what 's a foldier's recompeiice but love ? 
When forc'd from Britain, call'd to diftahi Wdf| 
His vanquifhM heart remained a captive heie | 
Oriana's eyes that glorious conqueft made^ 
Kor was his love ungratefully repaid. 

D EL I Af 
By Arcabon, like hoftile Juno/ (croft^ , '# 
And like ^neas drxvcB from coaft to cosA, 

R3 The 
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The wandering hiero would return, too htCf 
Charg'd by Oriana with the crimes of fate s . 
Who, anxious of negle£^y fufpeding change, 
Confults her pride^ and meditates revenge. 

UR6ANDA... 

JmA in the moment when refentment fires, • 

A charming rival tempts, a rugged king requires i 
Love yields at laft, thus combated by pride. 
And ihe fu)>mits,to be the Roman's bride. 

DELIA. 
Did not your art, with timely aids, provide, 
Oriana were his wife, and not his bride. 

URG ANDA. 

In ancient times> ere chivalry was known. 
The infant world with monfters overgrown. 
Centaurs and giants, nuril with human blood, 
And dire magicians, an infernal brood, 
Vex'd men and gods ; but mofl'the fair complain 
Of ^olated loves, and lovers ilain. 
To ihelter innocence, and injured right. 
The nations all eleft fome patron -kniglit. 
Sworn to be ^e to Love, and (laves to Fame, 
And make a valiant chief enrol his name ; 
By fhining marks diflinguilh'd they appear. 
And various orders to various enligns bear. 
Bound by ftrift oaths, to ferve the brighteft eyes. 
Not more they ftrive for glory than the prize ; 
While, to invite the toil, the faireil dame 
Of Britain, is the boldeil champion's claim. 

DELIA. 
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DELIA. 
Of all who in this race of fame delight, 
-Brave Amadis is owa'd the hardieft knight. 
Nor Thefeus, nor ALcides, ventur'd mpre. 
Nor he fo fem*d, who, bath'd in monfter's gore. 
Upon his crefted helm the trampled drag;on bore. 

URGANDA. 

O mighty Amadis! what thanks are due 
To thy vi£^orious fword, that Ardan Aew ! 
Ardan, that black enchanter, whole dire arts 
Enflav'd our knights, and broke our virgins hetrti. 
Met (pear to ipear, thy great delivering hand 
Slew the deftroyer, and redeem'd the land|~ ^ 

Far from thy bread all care and grief removct 
Oriana 's thine, by conqueft as by love. 
DELIA. 

The haughty Arcabon, of Ardan's blood. 
And Arcalaus, foes alike to good. 
Gluttons in murder, wanton to deftroy. 
Their fetal arts as impiouily employ : ' 
Heirs to their brother's hatred, and fwom foes 
To Amadis, their magic they oppoie 
Againfl his love and life. 

': U&GANDA. 

With equal care. 
Their vengeance to prevent, we now prepare. 
Behold the time, when tender Love fhall be 
Nor vext with doubt, nor preft with tyranny. 
The love-fick hero ftall from camps remove, 
Tg reap reward : the hero '• pay is lovci 
V ' R4 •Wit 
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The talks of glory painful are tmd hard, 
But oh ! how blefty how iWeet i»tiie reward t 
lyrgenda retires down thefcene m HttHnuing the ceremOBy rf 
enchantment \ mnfich pl^^yingt Miit hr attendants re^afhg 
the Chorus of the firegoing ineantathn till out eiffi^K Ik 
fiene changes /» an apartment in king CeBufs paiaet. Enter 
s numerous train ofBritont and Romans preceding Conftautius 
snd Corijanduy folUved by other attendants, men and wMm| 
the Britons in Spmnied d^tj^ aficr the M^cnt mMaoir.^ 

C09STANTIVS, OftlANA, CORISANDA. 
C6 K8 T AK/TIU8. 

Loven eonfiifr vtk ilars, nor warch the ikiesr 
But fcek their, ieDteiicc in their charaier's cffet, 
Carelefs of thunder, from the ck>u4s that hreak> 
My only omens from ^our looks I take ; 
When my Odtea finiles, fifom thence I date 
My future hope, and when flie frocvnsy my fate. 
O R I A N A. 

If from my looks your ientenoe you would hcar^ 
Behold and beisftru£M to defpair. 

C Q B ft T AN T f U 8. 

Lofl in a labyrinth of doubts and joys, 

Whom now her fmiles revived, Her fcom defhroysf 

She will, and ftit ivill iioe> ihe grants, denies^ 

Confents, retn^, adiances, and thai lUttt 

Approving and re|e£Hng in a breath. 

Now proffering iMrcy^ nowii^rtPaiting dcadit 

Thus hoping, thus delpainBg) newer fwie^ 

How varldus isre 1^ toiKsta landore I 
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Cruel cftate of doubt! ah ! Princers, try 
Once to refoivc, or let mc live, or die. 

O 51 I A N A. 

'C^fc, prince, the anger of the gods to move* , 

^is now become a crime to mention love i 

Cur holy men, interpreting the voice 

"Of heaven in xvwith, forewarn th' iU-omenM choice. 

<:ONSTANTIUS. 

Strange rules for conftancy your prieftsdeviie^ 
lif love and hate muft vary Avith your Ikies. 
From fuch vile fcrvitude fet Rcafon free j 
The gods in every circumflance agree j 
To fuit our union, pointing out to me, 
In this right hand, the fceptre that they place 
For me to hold, was meant for you to grace. 
Thou fepcft and faireft of the beauteous kind. 
Accept that empire which the gods defign'd. 
And be the charming miflrefs of mankind. 
Ambition, L'0\t, whatever can inipire 
A mutual flame, glory, and young deiire. 
To guide and to adorn the deflin'd choice conipire. 
If greatacfs then with beauty may compare, 
■( And fure the great are fbrm'd but for the fair) 
Then 'tis moft plain, that all the gods decree 
That I was bom for you, and you for me. 

CORISAKPA. 

>luptial8 of form, of mtereft, or Of ftate, 
Thofe feeds of pride, art fruitf«l in dsbMi % 
Let happy men for gcneiotis Leve 4hc]m*f 
Amd chule the needy Tirgint chade and fair : 
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Let womtn to fupcrior fortune born. 
For Daked Tirtue all temptations fton. 
The charm 's immortal to a gallant mind. 
If gratitude cement whom Lore has join'dy 
And Providence, not niggardl j, but wilc^ 
Here lavifhly bcftows, and there denies* 
That hj each other's virtue we may rife ; 
Weak the hare tie of man and wife we find ; 
But friend and benefidor alwap bind. 

Enter King Celiu s with a Guard of Bntons. 

c s L I u 8. 
Our priefts^ reeovcr, 'twas a holy cheat. 
Lead back the bride, the ceremonies wait. 

o R I A N A. 

What heaven forbids — 

c £ L I u f . 
'Twas ignorance of my will. 
Our priefts have better learnt : what now is ill, 
Can, when I pleafe, be good i and none ihall dare 
Preach or expound, but what their king would hear. 
Ere t^ey interpret let them mark my nod, 
My Voice their thunder, this right arm their god. 
Piince, take your bride. 

O & I A N A. 

'Twere impious now to fufier him my hand. 

IRefufmi tQ Confiatitiut, who offers to takt her hcui, 

GBLIUe* 
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■' " - C E L I U 8. 

How dar'ft thou ^ifobey, when I oonummd } 
Mind, mind her not, nor be diftnrb'd at tears, 

lToConfta$am. 
A counterfeited qualm of bridal fears ; 
All feign'd and falie ; while her defires are more 
A real fire, but a dilTembled (bower : 
You'd fee, could you her inward motions watch. 
Feigning delay, ihe wiflies for difpatch ; 
Into a woman's meaning would you look. 
Then read her backward, like a wizard's book« 
On to the temple lead — 

O R I A N A. 

Obedience is your duc> which I mud pay; 
But as a lover I command you«— Stay. 

lAgain rqeBrng Ms hand, , 
Obeying him, I '11 be obey'd by you. 

CONST ANTIUS. 

Nor (aints to heaven with more fubmiflion bow : 
i tiave no will but what your eyes ordain : 
Deftin'd to love, as they are dpom'd to reign. 

c E L I u s. [Afide,'} 
Into what hands, ye gods ! have you reHgn'd 
Your world > Are thefe the mailers of mankind ? 
Thefc fupple Romans teach our women fcom, 
I thank you, gods, that I 'm a Briton bom. 
Agree thefe trifles in a ihort debate ? 
Woman [T0 herJ} no more of this, , but follow ilrait : 
And you [T0 bim^l be quick, I am not us'd to wait. 

[Exit CeUuSp 
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lOruMsfioMisfilentMni'meefiaga-'miiie. CnfM^mtbti^ 

o a I A M A. 
Yoor ilari and mine have cboicn you, to prore 
The nobieft way how gtAerous mca tettld lore % 
All boaft their flames, hot yet no woman fDond 
A paffion, where fclMofe was ifot die ground. 
Now we're ador'd, and the next hour diiplcale. 
At firft your cure, and after, your dilmie s 
Slaves we are made, by falie pretences caught i 
The Briton in my (bul diidains the thought* 

C O N 8 T A N T 1 U f . 

So much, ib tenderly, your (lave adores, 
tic has no thought of happinefs but yours. 

o R I A K A. 
Vows may be fcign'd, nor fhall mere words prevail^ 
I muil have proofs; but proofs that cannot fail. 
By arms, by honour, and by all that 's dear 
To heroes, or expcQing lovers, fwear. 

C O K S T A N T I U 8. 

Keeds there an oath ? and can Oriana fay. 
Thus i command, and doubt if I 'II obey > 

ORIANA. 

Then to be (hort, and put you out of pain. 
Leave me, and never fee my face again. 
Start not, nor look furpnt'd, nor paufing dand. 
Be your obedience brief, as my command. 

COMSTANTirs. 

Your ftrangc command you give widi fuch an a2r^ 
Well m»y I paMfC) who tremble but to hear. 
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lA>ve is a plant of the mod tender kind. 
That fhrinks an^ ftak»s witbcv^ry roffltRj^ wind ; 
Such words in jell, fcarce can my heart fupport. 
In pity* ah ! forbear fuch cruel fport. 

* O R I A N A. 

Our ferious fates n© hours fbrmirth alfow. 
And one ihoit tiruth fs all my refuge now. 
Prepare then, prince, to hear a fecrci told. 
That (hame wouM fhun, and blufhing I unfold, 
But dangers preiHng, cowards will grow bold $ 
Know then, Hove — 

CO NSTANTIU8, 

Can you command defpair, yet love confefs j 

And curfe with the (ame breath with which you bkfs? 

o a I A N A. 
Miftakemenoc — Tbat I do love, is true; 
But flatter not yourfelf, it is not you. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

Forbid it, gods ! ""Strike any where but there : 

Let but thofe frowfts, and that difdainAil air. 

Be the accuftom*d nicenefs of the fair ; 

Then I might hope, that time, affiduous love. 

Vows, tears, and jnayers, fuch coynefs-mlght remoTCl 

But if engagM — Recal the fatal breath 

That fpoke the word— the found is in&uK death. 

O R I A^r A. 
Too late to be rectl^d, or to deny, 
I own the fatal truth 1 if one muft die, 
Youaretbe jud^e; £iy,teityou» orl^ 

# . Sates 



i 



1 



i]4 LANSDOWNE'S PQBMS.. 
Enter haflily a Briton* 

BRITON. 

The king is much diiplcas'd at this delay. 

CONST ANTIIJS* 

And let him wait, while 'tis my will to ihiy* 

O R I A N A. 

QjSar back a gentler aalwcr— Well obey. 

^, C ON 8 T A N T I U S. 

Hence every found that 's either foft or kind ; 

for a war like that within my mind : 
Yes, by the gods ! I could to atoms tear, 
Copfound mankind » and all the world— but her. 
Say, 'flatterer, fay, ah! fair deluder, ipeak, 
Anfwer me this, ere yet my heart does break ; 
Since thus engag*d, you never could intend 
Your love, why was I flatter*d with your hand? 

, O R I A N A. 

To^'what a father and a king thinks fit, 
A daughter and a fubjcfl muil fubmit. 
Think not from tyranny that love can grow ; 

1 am a (lave, and you have made me fo. 
Thofc chains that duty have put on» remove ; 
Slaves may obey, but they can never love. 

CO NS T AN T lU S. 

Qruel Oriana, much you \vrong'd my flamei 
To think that I could lay (b harfh a claim. 
Love is a fubje6k to himfelf alone, . 
Aad knows no other empire than bis owa ; 



THE BRITISH ENCHANTERS. 155: 

No ties can bind, diat from conftraint ariie. 
Where either '9 fbrcM, all obligation diet t 
Curil be the man, who ufes other ait 
B«t only love, to ca]itivate a heart. 

fatal law ! requiring to refign 

The objeft lov'd ; or hated, keep her mine. 

O R I A N A. 

Accufe me not of hate ; with equal e^t 

1 judge your merit, and your virtue prize ; 
Friendfliip, eftecm be yours : Bereft before 
Of ail ray love, what can I offer more { 
Your rival's image in your worth I view. 
And what I lov*d in him, efteem in you ) 

Had your complaint been firft, it might have mov*d • 
He then had been efteem'd, and you belov'd ; 
Then blame not me, fince nothing bars your fate. 
But that you pleaded la(^, and came too late. ^ 

{ConftantltfS Jtands in M ihoitgbtful ^flurt. 
COHISANDA. 
Thus merit *% uieiefs ; fortune holds the icale. 
And ftill throws in the weight that muft prevail | 
Your rival is not of more charms poCeft, 
A grain of better luck has made him bleft. 
COK8TANTIU8* 

To lonp«, and haipe the power to pofleit,- . 
And yet refign, can fleih and blood do thtt I 
Shall nature, erring from her fiiH command, 
Self-prefervation, ^Iby herowa handi * . 

By her own a£t, the fprings of life dcftroyt 
The principleti and being of her joy ? . . ^ 

3 ^^\w^>aA 
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Senfual and bafc*— Can Natuie then tipprovc 
Blcflings obtain'd^ by curing whom we love? 
PofTeding, ihc 18 ioft ; renouncuig I s 
Where thcn's the doubt ? Die, die, ConfUntiuvy die* 
Honour, andLovc, yetyrantt, lobey, 
Where-e'cr your crud call direfU my way. 
To (hamc, to chains, «r to aceitain grav€» 
Lead on, unpityiag guides, behold your il»vc# 

OR I A K A. 

Love 's an ignoble joy, below your care. 
Glory (hall make amends irkh Fane ia wars 
Honour 's the noblcii cluice, puHWc that garne^ 
And recompence the lofs of Love with fomc s 
If fttil again fuch aids your love prevails. 
Yet abfence is a cure that (eldom fail*. 

CONSTAVTIVt. 

Tyrannic Honour ! what amends canft thou 

E'er make roy heart, by flatteriag my brow ? 

Vain race of fame ! uniefs the con^udl prove 

In fearch of beauty, to condnde in love* 

Frail hope of aids 1 for time or chance to give 

That love, which fpitc of cruelty can live ! 

From your difdais, &nce oo relief I find, 

I muft love abfent, whom I love unkind ; 

Though fcas divide us, and though mountasfts part^ 

That fatal form will ever haunt myheart, 

O ! dire reverie of hope, dial I endure. 

From furepofTcflion, to deipatr as fare I 

Farcwel, Oriana,; yet, ere I pcmove, 

Csm you rcfiifc one tear to blc^ag love i 

Ah 
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Ah no, take heed, turn, turn thofe eyes away. 

The charm *k{o ftrong, I fliall for ever ffaly. 

Pnncefs rejoice,- for your next news fliall be, 

Conilantius dies to £bt Oxiaaa fiee. 

[Exiuni fivcralJyi 

A -C T IL SCENE I. 

SCENE. A thkk-wooded Forcft. 
Enter Arcabon fceniing penfiVe, and ArcaLaus, - 



N 



, . A R C A B O N. 

O warning of th* approaching flaroe, 
Swiftly like fudd'en death it came ^ 
Like travellers by lightning killed, 
I burnt the piomcntl beheld.. 

In xv^m To many clmvrds are plac*d« 
Is with a mind as nobly grac'd ; 
The cafe, io iliining to behold, 
Ih tiird with lichei^gems and gold* 

To what my eyes admir'd .before, 
I add a thoufand graces m^re. 
And Fancy blows into a flame 
The fpark that from his beauty cameu 

Th« obje6t thup improved by thought. 
By my own imsge I am caught, 
Pygmalion Co, with fatal art, 
PoMi'd the form that flung his heart. 
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ARCALAV.8. 
Enchantrefs fay, whence fuch itplies at ^tuek f 
Thou anfwer^ft Love^ I fpeak of Amadis, 

A R c A B o M* 
Swlftfy he pAft> ttud as in fport purfued 
The favage herd, and hunted round the wood ; 

Tigers and wolves in Tain his ftroke withfiands 
Cut down, like poppies, bj the reaper's handi * 
Like Mars he look'd, as tenible and ftrong. 
Like Jove roajeftic, like Apollo young ; 
With all their attributes divinely grae'd. 
And fure their thunder in his arm wt» plac'd, 

' ARCALAU8. 
Whopais'd? who look'd ? 

A R C A B O N. 

Ah ! there 's the fatal wound. 
That tears my heart-firings — But be fhall be found 
Yesi ye'Infernals, if there 's power in art. 
My arms fhall hold him, as he graips my heart. 
Shall 1, who can draw down the moon, and keep 
The liars confin'd, enchant the boifterous deep. 
Bid Boreas halt, make hills and forells move. 
Shall I be baffled by this triHer, Love ? 

ARCALAUS. 

Sufpcnd thofe follies, and let rage furmount, 
A brother's death requires a ftrift account 5 
To-day, to-day, perhaps this very hour, 
This moment, now, the murderer 's in our power* 

U 
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Leave Love in cottages and cells to retgny 
With nymphs dbfcure, and with the lowly fwain.' 
Who wafte their days and ffahength in ftich ihort joys, 
Are fools ) that barter precious life for toys. 

A R c A B o N. 
They *re foolswho preachwe tvafte btrrdays andftitngth| 
What is a life wTiofe only charm is length ? 
Give me a life that *s Ihort ahd \vllig*dwith -jdy, 
A life of love, whofe minutes never cloy ; 
What is an age in dull renown drudg'd o'er ? 
One little fingle hour of loVe is more. 

An Attendant enters haAily, and whifpers A&calaus. 

ARC al AU8. 
See it peHx>rm*d — and thou fhalc be, 
Dire inftrument of hell, a go^ to me. 

[Exit Atteniunt. 
He comes, he comes, juft ready to be caught. 
Here Ardan fell, here on this fatal ipot 
Our brother dy'd ; here fio^v'd that precious gore. 
The purple {)lood, that cries ^o louid for more : 
Think on that image, fee him on the ground. 
His life and fame both bury'd in one wound. 
. Thj^k on the murderer, with iniuiting pride 
Tearing the weapon from his bleedix»g^.fide. 

Oh think ^ .. . v 

, ARQ ABON. . 

What need thefe bloody images to move ? . .;:..; 

Re?tDge lyill — and would fecurc my love* 
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Why ihould I of a frailty fhamcful be. 
From which no mortal yet was ever free ? 
Not fierce Medea^ miftrcfs of our art> 
Nor Circe nor Calypfo 'fcap*d the fmart. 
If hell has power, both paffions I will pleafe. 
My anger and my love ihall both have -eafie* 
Lead on, ma^cian, make revenge fecure. 
My hand !& as ready, and ihall ftnke as Aire* 

Or I AN A and COrisanda appear entering Irom the 
lowef part of the Scene* 

. iOR'l ANA. 

Thrice happy they, who thus in woods and grovesy 
From courts retir'd, pdflefs their peaceful \ostu 
Of royal maids how \vretchcdls the fate. 
Born only to be viftims of the (late j 
Our*hopcs, ourwiflies, all^ur paflions, ty'd 
For public iife, the (laves of others' pride. 
Here let us wait th' event, on which alone 
Dependi my peace, I tremble till 'tis known* 

C O R I 8 A N D A. 

So generous* this emperor's love docs feera, 
'Twould ju(Hfy a change, to tfhange for him. 

{Fiourijb of mufic, as in the FirfJL 
•O » 1 A N A. 

Oft' we have heard fuch airy founds as thcfe. 
Which, in foft mufic murmuring throiigh the trees, 
Saluu us as we pa6.— « 

coal* 
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CORtS'ANbA.' 

The air we breathe furc is inchanted air. 

• [Tbey Rften, Iddkmg about as furfnul. 

Enter feverai of Arc alaus's Magician*, reprefendng; 
Shepherds and ShepherdefTesy iinging and diuicing» 

A SHEPHERDESS* 

FblldWy ye nymphs and (bepherds all^ 

Come celebrate this feflival,^ . 
And merrily fing, and fport, and play, 
For 'tis Oriana's nuptial day. 

To OrianaJ\ Queen of Britain^ and- of Love^ 
Be happy as the bleft above ;- - 
A joyful day is in thy power, 
Seize, O feize the fmiUng hour^ 
Graces humbericfs attend thee» 
The gods as manybleffihgs fend* thee : ^ 

Be happy as the bicft' above, 
Queen of Britain, and- of Love. 

CHORUS. 

Follow, ye nymphs, &c*,. 

d R TAlTiU 

Prcpoderous nuptials, that fill every breaft 
With joy, but only hcr*s who fhould be bleil.. 

C O R I. S A N D A. 
Sure fome magtcian keeps his revels here ;• 
^ FAUlirittire, there may be dtngcr uear^ 



o. & Z A H A* 

What clanger in Aicb gentle notes ^aa be?'' . . ' 

Thou friend to Love, (hrice*poweiful Harmony^ 
I'll follow thee — Play on — 
Mufic 's the balm of love, it charms de(pai)c^ 
Sufpends the fmartA and foftens every care!. 

[Kirrsif/, following the muftc, 

Arcalai^s enters^ vt^ adD^Atteadant^ oUbrvvigthem, 

A R c A X« A u 8. 
Finifh the reft, and then be firee as air j 
My eyes ne'er yet beheld a form fo fair. 
Happy beyond my wilh^ I go to prove 
At once the joys of fweet revenge and love. 

Enter Amadis and Florestan. . 

k A M A D I I* 

Miftake me not— No, Amadis ihall die 

If ihe is pleas'dy but not difturb her joy, 

^ice honour mil engages to requite 

iFalie miilreflesy and proud, with flight fi^r iHght^ 

But if, like mine, the flubbom heart retain 

A wilful tendemefs, the brave rouft feign, , 

In private grieve, but w^h a carelefs fcorn 

In public feem to triumph, not to mounu 

FLORESTAN. 
Hard is the talk in love or grief to feign i 
When paffion is iiacex€> it y^iU complain t 
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Doubts that frpm rumour roft you ihould fdljpen^; 
From evil tongues what virtue cin defend?' 
Iniove, wIk) injures bya rafli diftruft, " ' 

Is th&l^^greffor, and the firft unjuft. ' ^ 

A,>lAt>'I«»- 

If Ihe is true, ^hy «lLthi« nuptial noife 

Still echoing:as we pafs her guilty joys ? • • • • '• • ' 

Who to a >voman trufts Ms |:toAcc of mind, 

Trufls a frail bark, wkh a tem^peftuous wind. 

'thus to Ulyflfai^ OB the Stygfen eoail 

His fate enquiring, fpake Atrides' ghoft r . ^ 

Of all the plagues with whith the world i% birib ' ' 

Of every .Hi, a woman is the \\x)i"ft : • i J 

Truft not a woman.— -W«it might he advAfe, 

Who perifti'd by his .wife's adulteries. > .' ' ** 

FL.ORESTAN. 
Thus in defpair, what moft we love we wrong. 
Not heaven efcapes the impious atlieift's tongue. 

A M A D I S* 

Enticing t^rooodiles^ . whofe tears, are death ; 
Syrens, that murder with enchanting breath r * 
Like Egypt's temples, dizzling to the fight, 
Pompouily deck'd, all gaudy, gay, and 'bright r 
With glittering gold and fparkliiig'^ms they (hlne, 
But apes and moi^eys are the gods within. 

FLORE STAN. 
My love attends with pain, while you purfue 
This angry theme : I have a miftrefs too : 
The fauhlefs form no. fccret ftains difgracc, 
A beauteous mind unblcmifh'd as her face^ 
♦ * .* S 4 Kol 
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Kot paioted and adom'd to yanitih iatf 
Without all gpddeis, aU divine wklmiy 
By Truth maintaining whafc by L<MPe ikt got» 
A heaTCft without. a cloudy a (un withiMit a ^pot» 

AM A P I f » 

FbrgiTe the vifions of my frantic lirain i 
Far from the man I loift be^l fu^ paiB t 
By the immortal gods I fwear, my fciend^ 
The fatea to me no greater joy. could ftndy 
Than that your la^rs meet ftpro^e^iu end i 
After fo iQioy glorious toih, that you. 
Have CoBodiL nuftri^s beautiful and true. 

ORii»NA and CoRfSANDA widiout* 
^RIANA and Cf>RTSANDA» 
Help, help, oh ! heayens, help — 

AMAI>I s. 
What cries are theie ? 

FLORAS TAK*. 

Ii feemM the call of women in difbefs. 

Of favage beafts apd men a monftrous brood 

PoiTefs this land — . 

.•RIANA and COR1SANDA* 
Help, help 

A M A D I S» 

Again the cry ^s rcncw'd. 

Draw both our fwords, and fly with fpeed to fave; 

Th* oppre^ have a fure refuge in the brave* 

[Exeunt dtavf'ing their fworis, 

lOriana and C§rifinda crefs tbe Jiage, furfued hj a Part/ 

ktlongiHg to Analauu . ^ 

O R I A K A» 
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ORIANA and coilSAXVMu 
Helpy help. 

P A RT Y, • 

Purfuc> purfue. • 

[Fhrefian erodes the fiage^ foUowlng the furjuiu 

Arcalaus entecr fighting, and retreating^ before 
Amadis. 

arcalaus. 

Forbear, ra(h mortal, give thy phrenfy o^er. 

For know thou tempt *ft a more than mortal power. 

A M. A O I 8. 

Think not my fword (hall give the leaf! reprieve 
'Twere cruelty to let fuch monflers live. 

[^Florejlarr re'Cnters retreating before another forty, is 
feized, difarmeJ^ and carried of^ 

ARCALAUS* 
Yet paufe, and be advis'd ; avoid thy fate ; 
Without thy life my vengeance is complex i 
Behold thy friend borne to eternal chains , 
Remember Ardan now, and count thy gains. 

. A MA P I «• 
Like Ardan's be thy fate, unpity'd fall, . . . 

Thus I 'II at once leirenge,. and free them alt. 
[^Flght again; Arcataus ftill reireating till off the fiage^^ In* 
ftrumevti of horror are heari under grmni^ and in the air, 
Monflers and Damons rife from under the flage* Vfhilfli 
others fif dbvfnfrom above, crowing to and fro. in eonfufionr 
clajbing of fwords behind fVeJcen/s : thunder hnd Rghtning, 
during which time the fta^e is darkened. On the fudden a 
jhurijb ^f all the muftc fucceeds^ht Jky clears^ and thf 
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fcene changes J^ 4k ;^lufimt ffoJpjeSs-Avu^s appears leaning 
on bis /word t finmunied hy Shepherds and Sbtfheri^t^ 
'who vith fongSy^nutfiff, and dancas^ perform the'folUvfing 
tnchantment. 

A 8HEPHEXtD» 
Love, creator Lov«, a^pcai^ 
Attend, and heart 
Appear. ^ 

A 8HEPHE1LD£8S» 

liovc, creator Love, 

Parent of heaven and earth, 
Delight of gods above. 

To thee all Nature owes her birth. 
Love, creator Love. 

CHORUS. 

Appear, s^pear. 
Attend and hear, 
Appear. 

8 H E P H E tl »• 

All th^ in ambient air does move^ 

Or teems on fertile fields bHbw, 
sOr iparkles in the fkies above. 
Or does in rolling waters flow. 
Spring from the feeds that thou doft (biV^ 
Love, creator Low* 

CHO-. 
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CHORUS. 

Appear, appear^ 
Attend and hear^ 
Appear. - . 

S*REPHEItD£SS^ 

When Love is away, 
Or is not ours, 

How dull fs the day. 
How flow the hours ! 
When Love is aviray, there 's no delight j ] 

How dull is the day. 

When Love is away ; 

How dull is the day. 

How flow the hours, ^ 

But wingM with Love, how fwift is the flight; | . 

•.CHORUS. 

Better in love a Have to be, 

^an with the wideft empires free^ 

Symphony for Diicord. 

ODE FOR discord; 

When Love 's away, then Difcord reigns s 
The Furies he unchains* ^ 

Bids i&olus unbind 
The Noiheai Wind, 
That fetter'd lay in caves, 
And rdoc ifiriesi and plough the plains* 



^ LANSDOWNB'S TOlSMiS^: 
Old Ocean frets and raves. 
From their deep- roots tKe rocks he tears, 
^ Whole deluges lets fly,. •« 

That dafli againft thciky> 
And feem to drown the ftars. ' 
Th' affaulted dou^^ reti^rn the fhock,^ 

Blue lightnings finge the waves, ;. 

And thunder rends the rock. 
Then Jove ufurps his father's crownj^ 

Inftrudling mortals to ^Ipirc : 
The father woiijd dcilroy the fon. 
The fon dethrones the fire. 
The Titans, to regain their right. 
Prepare to try a fecond fight,. 
Briareus' arms his hundred hands, 
And nvarchqs forth the bold gigantic bands,. 
Pdioh upon Offa thrown, 
Steep Olympus they invade,^ . • 

Gods and giants tumble down^ 
And Mars is %iV4. by EaccIaJe. fi 

Horror, confufion, vengeful ire, 
Daggers, poifon, fword, and fire^' . 
To execute the dcftin'd wrath confpire : 
The i^Mries lofe theio fnaky jnod^, ' 

And laih. both men and gods. 

Chorus of Inftrumental Mufic for Difcord; 

SYMPHONY EOR LOVE. 



SJ»£PH.£.K.1l» 
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S H E P H £ R D E 8 8« 

But when Love«bids Difcord ccnfe^ 

The jarring feeds unite in peace; /" 

•O the pleafure pait expreiiiog ! - 

All is joy, and all is bleijing^ 
Hail to Love, and f>ielcome Joy, 
Hail to the delicious boy 1 
In Cyprus firft the god was* known ; 
. Then coafliiig^o ^ main. 

In Britany he fix'd his reign. 
And in Oriana's eyes hb throne. . ^ 

C H ^ . ISi US,. 

Hail to Love, ^and xvelcome Joy, 
. Hail to the delicious*, boy ! 
See the Sun from Love returning, 
Love 's the flame in which he *$ burning* 

Sec the Zephyrs kiilii^gcloie, 
On Flora's bread their wings repofe. 
Hail to Love ! the foftcft plcafurej 
Lrove titA Beauty reign for ever. 

DANCE. 

Dance of Shepherds and She|4icrdeflc««. 

SHEPHERDESS TO AMADIJf 
'Novy^ mortal, prepare. 

For -thy fate is at hand | 
Now, mortal, prepare 
And furrcnder. 
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For Love (hall ariie. 

Whom no power can withfbnd. 
Who rules from the ikies 

To the denter. 
Now, mortal » prepare* 

For thy f^ is at habd ; 
Now, mortal, prepare 
And (urrendiJn 
{Oriana rifes enchanted^ ^^f^fii^S M a 'helif firmtrt, AmiSs 
feetng her, throws away^ kis fw&rd, and iftrs Hruntther^ 
hut is feized in the famt injtttm^ 

A M A D h$t 

I '11 break through all enchantment to thoie arms, 
I am all love, and thou all over charms. 

[Here be is Jiized : Orinm 'makes and Hfes* 
O R I A N A. 
In what enchanted regions am I loft ? 
Am I alive ? or wander here a ghoft ? 
Art thou too dead ? 

A M A D I S* 
Where-e'cr you are, the realms of blifs muft be | 
I fee my goddefs, and 'tis heaven to fee ! 
Stand oflf— and give roc way— 

O R I A N A* 

No— kcepiiim there, 

Th' ungrateful traitor, let him not come near : 

Convey the wretch where Sifyphus atones 

For crimes enormous, and where Tityus groans; 

With robbers and with murderers let him prove 

Jmmortiil pains— for he has m\irder*d Love. 
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AM.ADI f* 

Have I done tbH? - * 

OIL I AN A« 

Baie and perfidious man. 
Let me be h^ard, and anfwer if yq\x can. 
Was it your love, when trembling by your fide 
I wept, and I implored, and almoft dy'4$ 
Urging your ftay — Was it your loue that bore 
Your faithlefs veiTel from the Bntiih ffaon ? 
What ^id I not, upon the fatal night* 
When you avow'd your meditated flight ? 
oWas it your love that prompted you to-part> 
To leave me dying, and to break miy heart ? 
See whom you fled, inhuman and ingrate, 
Kepent your folly, but repent too latti 

AMADZS. 
Miflaken princefs ! By the ftars above. 
The powers below, and that iminojtal Jove, 
Unwilling and coQ^U'd— - 

O R I A N A» 

Unwilling and compelled ! Vain, vain pretence. 
For bafe negle£l and cold indifference. 
Was it your love, when by thofe flars above, 
Thofe powers below, and that immortal Jove, 
You vowM before the firft revolving moon 
You would returQ<^-Did you return } The fun 
Thrice round the circled globe was feen to move. 
You neither came nor fent— Was this your love ? 

A M A D It S* 
Thi^ce has that runl)€hcld me on your coafl. 
By tempefts beatesi ^^d in Ihipwrecks lofl. 
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OR.IANA. 

And yet you chofe thofe perils of the lea» . 
Of rocks and ftormsy or atty thing, but me. 
The raging ocean, and the winter Trind, 
Touch'd at ray paffion, with my wiihes join'd i 
Ko imagtf^^'but of certain fiate, appeax*d» 
Lcfs I your abfence than your danger fcar'd ; 
In vain they threaten'd, and I (ued m vain. 
More deaf th^n ftorrasy more cruel'than the main^ 
Ko prayer nor gentle meflage t:ould prevail, 
To wait a calmfcr Iky or fofter gale? 
You brav'd the danger, and defpis- d the love, 
I4or death conid fngfat, nor tendemeis could move. 

. A M A D I S. 

Of our paft lives, ;he pleafure and the ps4n« 
Fix'd in my foul for ever (hall remain-; 
Kecal more gently my unhappy ftatc, 
And charge my crime, not on my choice, but fate : 
In mortal breaft, fure Honour never wag'd 
So dire a war, nor Love more fiercely rag'd : 
You faw my torment, and you knew ray heart ; 
'Twas infamy to flay, 'twas death to part. 

OR IAN A. ' 

In vain you'jd cover with the thiiil of fame, 
And Honour's call, an odious traitor's name 9 
Could Honour fuch vile perfidy approve ? 
Is it no honour to be true to love > 
O Venus 1 parent of the Trojan race. 
In Britain too fome remnants found » place ; 

Tvom 
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Fronr Brute defcending m a line ^irid: , 
Within thefe veins thy favaurite blood refpett : 
Mother of Love, by men and gods reyer'd. 
Confirm thefe vows, and let this prayer 1)C heatd. 
The Briton to the Gaul henceforth (hall bear ^ 
finmortai hatred and eternal war ; 
No league nor commerce let the nations know. 
But feeds of everlafting difcord grow j 
With fire and fword the .faithlcG race pjirfue. 
This vengeance to my injur'd Jove is due : 
Rife from our athes.fome avenging hand, 
To curb their tyrants, and invade their land. 
Waves fight with waves, and (bores with (hores cnga^c^ 
And let our fons inherit the fame rage, 

A M A D I S, 
Might I be heard -one word in my defence — 

O R I A N A. 

No, not a word. What fpecious forc'd pretence 
Would you invent to gild a weak defence ? 
To falfe ^neas, when 'twas given by fate 
To tread the paths of Death, and view the Stygian ftate, 
Forfaken Dido was the fiHi that flood ; 

To ftrike his eye, her bo<bm bath*d in blood 
Frefh from her la'ound : pale horror and affrigbt ■ 

Seized the faHe roan, confounded at-^he (igbt. 
Trembling he gaz'd^ and fome faint words he fpoke. 
Some tears he (hed, which, with di(<3afrifiil look, 
Unmov'd (he heard -and-faw, nor heeded more • •• 
^lian tiic firm rock when faithlefs tcmpcfls roa|[, 

T \rith 
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With one laft glance his falfehood fhe upbraids. 
Then fullenly retires, and fecks eternal fhades. 
Lead me, O lead me, where the bleeding queen 
With juft reproaches loads perfidious men. 
BanilR'd from joy, from empire, and from light. 
In death involve me, and in endlcfs night, 
But keep — that odious objeft — from my fight. 

Enter Arc alau 8, 



[£jcef. 



ARCALAU8. 

With her laft words Ihe (ign*d his dying breath ; 
Convey him ftrait to tortures and to death. 

A M A D I 8. 
Let me not periih with a traitor's name ! 
Naked, unarm'd, and fingle as I am, 
Loofe this right hand, I challenge all thy odds 
Of heaven or hell, of demons or of god's. 

ARGA L AU8, 

Hence ;o his fate the valiant boafter bear. 

ITbejf force bim tf. 
For him, let our infernal prieils prepare 
Their knives, their cords, and altars — But for her 
Soft beds, and flow'ry banks, and fragrant bowers, 
Mufic and fongs, and all thofe melting powers 
With which love ileal s on hearts, and tunes the mind 

To tendeniefs and yielding 

Superior charms enchant us to be kind. 

lExeMnt, 
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# 

ACT 111.. S C E. N E I. 

Arcalaus and Arcabon meeting. 

ARCAI.AU8. ;• 

"tlTEicome as afrpr. darkncft chcarfuMight, 
^^ Or to the weary wanderer downy pigljt 4 
Smile, fmilc, O Arcabon,- for ever fmile. 
And with thy gaye^ looks reward my ^oii f ,•• : 
That fullcn air but ill»:b49coipes thee qow,. ; - 
Sce'fl thou not glqrioui f^onqoeft on my bfow ? 

Amadis, Amadis ■, .^ ; • 

Aft IS ABO N. 
Dead, or in chains' !'.Be.i)uiok in thy reply. - 

•A =R C A t A U 8. 
He lives, my Arcabon, but lives to die, • 
The gnawing vulture, and the rcftlefs w^wtly • 
Shall be delight to what the wretch ihall feel. 

• ARCABON. 
Goddefs of dire revenge, Erinnys riCc, 
Withplcafure grace thy lips, with joy thy eyes ; 
Smile like the Queen of Love, and ftrip the rocks 
Of pearls and gems, to deck thy jetty locks. 
With chearful tunes difguife thyhollow throat. 
And emulate the lark and linnet's note ; 
Let Envy's fclf rejoice, Deljpair be gay. 
For Rage and Murder ihall triumph to-day. 

T 2 A. R C K- 
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ARCALAUS. 

AriCc, O Ardan, from the hollow womb 
Of earth, aiife, burft from thy bmen tomb. 
Bear witncfs to the vengeance we prepare, 
Rejoice, and reft for ever void of care. 

A R C A B O N. 
Pluto arife, infumalkingreleafe 
Thy tortur'd flaves, and let the damn *d have peace. 
But double all their pains on Amadis^ 

ARCALAT7 8. 
Mourn all ye heavens, above yon azure plain 
Let Grief abound, and Lamentation reign. 
The Thunderer with tears bedew his fty, 
For Amadis, bis champion, 's doom*d to die. 

A & C A ]B O N. 
Death be my care ■: for, to compleat his woe. 
The (lave Ihall perifh by a woman's blow ; 
Thus each by turns ihall his dire vow fulfil t ■ 
'Twas thine to conquer, and 'tis mine to kill. 

AltCALAVS. 

So looked Medea, when her rival .bcidey 
Upon her nuptial day, confuming dy'd^ 
O never more let love difguife a face. 
By rage adorn'd with fuch triumphant grace. 

A R C A B O Nl. 

In fweet revenge inferior joys are loft, 
And Love lies ihjpwreck'd on the ftormy.coaft^ 
Eage rules all other paffions in my breaft. 
And, fwelling like a torreAt^ ^wns tlic reft. 

ISbouia 
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Should this curd wretch, whom moil my foul abhors. 
Prove the dear man whom moft my foul adores. 
Love ihould in vain defend him with his dart, 
Through all his charms I 'd ilab him to the heart. 

SCENE II. 

Etitcr Co'NSTANTius, Celius, Lucius a Roman, 
and a Guard of Britons. 

CON8TANTIVS. 
Refus'd a iafeguard, mena'c*d and confin*d ! 
Do royal guefts no better uiage find? 
Are theTe the cuftoms of the Britiih court ! 
Here only then let beafts, not men, reibit. 
This treatment, Briton, from another man»<» 

c E L I u 8. 
It is my will, and help it as you can. 
From contra6b fign*d, and articles agreed. 
With Britilb faith it fuits not to recede : 
How may the world interpret fuch negle£l, 
And on hef beauty, or her fame, ndeSt } 
Romany confider well ^hat courfc you run, 
Refolve to be my prifoner or my Ton. 
If this founds rude, then know, we Britons (light 
The fuppic arts that foreignen-4clight. 
Nor (Und on forms to vindicate our right. 

[^Exit Kitt^ Celiui, 
T 3 Luc I. 
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LUCIUS. 

Happy extremity ? Now, prince, thcbleft, 
Cf all you love, and all you wifii puflbft ; 
No ccnfure you incur^ conflrain*d to chuie, 
Poffeft gt once of pleafurc and excufc. 

CONST ANTIU 8. 
If for myfclf alone I would poiTefs, 
*T\vcrc fcnfual joy, and brutal happincfs : 
When mod wc love, embracing and embrac'd. 
The particle fublime of blifs is plac'd 
In raptures that we feel the ravilh'd charmer tafle. 
Oriana, no— thoujrh certain death it be, 
I Ml keep my word — I '11 dib, or fct thoe fobt^.- 
Halle, Lucius, hade, found loud our trumftHt <aU 
Our guard to arms, though few, they 're RiM|Mni» |iH» 
Now tremble, favage king J /a Roman hand .• 
Shall ne'er be bound, that can aiYword command. 

[As they go off, re-enter CeMutbd/lilj, attended as hefort,. 
CELIUS.. 

Not to be found ! ihe muft, ihe ihalL be found— 
Difpcrfc our parties, iearch our kingdoinfl round : 
Follow Conftantius, feizehim, tortucvy killy 
Traitor I what vengeance I can have, I will: 
Well have thy gods, O Rome, iecur'd tbypeace^ 
Planted behind fo many lands and iea^. 
Or thou ihould'ft feel me, city, in thy fall. 
More dreadful than the Samnite or the Gaul ; 
But to fuppfy and rccompenfe this want, 
Hear^ O yc guardians of our ifle, and grant 

z That 
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That wrath may rife, and ftrifc immortal come.. 

Betwixt the gods of Britain and of Rome. . [Exit. 

[Thefcene changes to afiene of tombs and dungeons ; inen and 
•women chained in rows opp^f to each other ; in the front ^ 
the captives Florefian and CorifanSk A guard of demons* 
Plaintive mujick, ^ 

• -iy- 

l|^ be fung by a Captive King. 

Look down ye powers, look down. 

And cad a pitying eye 

Upon a monarch's mifcry. 
Look down, Jook down. 
I who but now, on thrones of gold. 
Gave laws to kingdoms uncontrol'd^ 

To empire bom. 

From empire torn, 

A wretched flave, 

A wretched flave,' 
Am now of (laves the fcom. 

Alas } the fmiles of fortune prove 
As variable as woman's love. 

Look down, ye powers, lookdown^ 
And caft a pitying eye , 
Upon a monarch's mifery. 
Look down, look down. 
Avenge afl&pnted majefty, 
Avenge, avenge, avenge. 
Affronted majefty. 

T 4 , By 
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By a Capdve Lover. 

The happieft mortals obcc were we^ 
I lovM M yra, Myra me i 

Each deHrOus of the bleffing, 

Nothing wanting butf^i&ffing } 
I iov'd Myra, Myia me, ^ ^ 
The happieft mortals once were we.^ 
Bat fince cruet fates diifever, 
I'orn from love, and torn for eve!'. 

Torture? end me, 

Death befriend me : 
Of all pains, the greateft paia 
Is to love, and love in vain. 

By a Captive libertinf* 
I. 
Plague us not with idle ftorteSi 
Whining loves^.and fenfclefsiglorieSj 
What are lovers, what are kings. 
What at bieft but flavifh things ! 

II. 
Free I liv*d as Nature made me. 
Love nor Beauty durft invade mej 
No rebellious flave bretray'd me. 
Free I liv'd as Nature made me. 

in. 

Each by turns, as fenfe infpir'd me, 
Bacchus, Ceres, Venus, fir'dme^ 
I alone have loft true pleafure. 
Freedom is the only trc3k(\xtt. 



CcynroA 
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' Chorus of Dxmonsy expreiliog Horror and Deipaur* ; 

Ceaie, ye ilavcs, your fruitlcfs grieving: 
"No, no, 
The powers below 
No pity know. 
Ceafe, yeflaves, your fruitlefs grieving s 
No, no. 
The powers below 
No pity Icnowy 
Ceafe, ye flaves, your fruittefs grieving, 
[Flor. to CoR.] To taftc of pain, and yet to gaze oil 

thee, 
To meet, and yet to mourn, but ill agree. 
Well may the brave contend, the wife contrive. 
In vain againft their ilars the deftinM drive. 

CORISANDA. 
So to th* appointed grove, the feather'd pair 
Fly chirping on, unwatchful of the fnare, 
Purfuing love, and wing'd with amorous thought^ 
The wanton couple in one toil are caught, 
In the fame cage in mournful notes complain. 
Of the fame fate, and curfe perfidious men . 

CAPTIVES.. 
O heavens, take pity of our pains. 
Let death give freedom from our chains. 
[Fhurijh ofinftruments •fbofwr. Eater ArcdoH vith^i^ 
ftr ilk b(r handf attended hy infctnai Joints. 

A RCA* 
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ARCAB O N. 

Yourrowt have reach'd the ^^ods; your chains and 

breath 
Have the fame date — 
Prepare for freedom, for I bring you death. 
He who fo oft" has 'fcapM th' aflfaults of hell, 
Whom yet nq fpells could bind , no force could quelle 
By whom fo many bold enchanters fell ; 
Amadis, Amadis, this joyful day. 
Your guardian deity himfelf 's our prey. 
From all their dungeons let our captives come. 
Idle fpefbtors of their hero's doom. 
[Other dungeons open, and dtfiover more captives In chains* 
CO&ISANDA. 

On me,^ on me, let every vengeance fall. 
Make me the vi£tim to atone for all. 

FLORESTAN. 

Rather on me let all your fury bend, 

But fave, O fave my miftrefs and ray friend. 

A R c A B o N. 
As foon the lionefs (hall ftarve, to (pare 
Her prey — Behold the facrificc appear. 
[A traverfe is drawn, difcovering Amadis in chains, Arcabfm 

advancing haftity to ftah him, fiarts and flops. 
Thou dy'ft— what ftrange and what refilllefs charms. 
With fecret force, arrefts my lifted arm ? 
What art thou, who with more than magic art 
Doft make my hand unfaithful to my heart ? 

AMADIS* 
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AMADIS. 
One who, difdaining mercy, fues to ditf ; 
I a(k , not life, for life were cruelty. 
Of all the wretched, fearch the world aroundy 
A more unhappy never can be found. 
Let loofe thy rage, like an avenging god. 
Fain would my foul encumber'd caft her load. 

AR GABON. 

In every feature of that charming face. 

The dear enchanter of my foul I trace : 

* * • \_AJide, oh/erving him^ 

My brother ! had my father too been kill*d ; 

Nay, my whole race, his blood fhould not be fpiU'd. 

The ties of nature do but weakly move. 

The ftrongeft tie of nature, is in love. 

[Stands gazing upon Un£ 

A M A D 1 S. 

O Floreftan ! I ^et thofe chains with (hame, 

Which I could not prevent— O (lain to fame ! 

O honour loft for ever ! Thefeus fell. 

But Hercules remained unconqucr'd ftill, 

And freed his friends— What man could do, I did. 

Nor was I overpower'd, but betray 'd, 

O my lov*d friend ! with better grace we ftood 

In arms repelling death, wading in blood 

To viftories ; the manly limbs that trod 

Fh-m and cre£l, beneath a treble load 

Of ponderous mail, thefe (hameful bonds difdains, 

And fmks beneath th' inglorious weight of chains. 

FLO- 
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F LORESTAN. 

Where ihall the brave and good for refuge run. 

When to be virtuous is to be undone } 

Sure Jupiter 's depos'd^ ibme giant rules 

An impious world, contrived for knaves and fools. 

ARCABOTK. 

He ipoke^ and every accent to my heart 
Gave a frefh wound, and wa« another dart : 
He weeps— but reddens at the tears that fall— | 
Is it for thefc ? Be quick, and free *em all. 

[Throws «way bcr dagger. 
Let every c^tivc be relcasM from chains : 
How is it that I love, if he complains ? 
Hence every grief, end every anxious care. 
Mix with the Teas and winds, raife tempefts there : 
Strike all your firings, to joyful meafure move, 
And every voice found liberty and love. 
[Flour'ijb of all the mujick. The captives are Jet at liberty, Ar^ 
eabott frees Amadis herfelf. 

SONG. 

Liberty ! Liberty ! 
Ah how fweet is Liberty ! 
Arm, arm, the generous Britons cry, 
l>et us live free, or let us die, 
Trumpets founding, banners flying, 
Bravin<5 tyrants, chains defying j 
Arm, arm, the generous Britons cry, 
Let us live free, or tet us die. 
Liberty ! Liberty i 
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Another Voice. 

Happy ille; all joys poiTeiling, 

Clime refcmbling heaven abovcy 
Freedom 'tis that crowns thy blefiuig> 

Land of Liberty and Love ! 
When the nymphs, to cure complainings 

Set themfelves and lovers free. 
In the bleifing of obtaining. 

Ah ! how fweet is Liberty ! 

Fifth Dance of Captives. 

Flqii£STA>( andCoRiSAKDA run into eachothei^ 
Arms. 

. FZ.ORESTAN, 

In this enchanting.cirde let me, 
For ever and for ever bound vfith thee. 

corisanda: 
Life of my life, and chdrmer of my heart| 
From thefe embraces let us never part. 

FLO RES TAN* 

Never, O never- — In fome fafc rctre^. 
Far from the noi(e and tumult of the great, 
Secvre and happy on ,each other's breaft, 
"Within each other's arms we'll ever reft : 
Thofeeyes fhall make my days ferene and bright, 
Thefe arms^ thus circling round me, blefs the night. 

ARCAiOli^ 



«86. LANSDOWKE'S (OEMS. 

Arcabon advances with Am ADIS9 the rctt Aand in 
Rows, bowing as they advance. 

A jEt C A B O N. 

When rage like mine thakcs fuch a Hidden paufe, ' 
Mcthinks 'twere cafy to divine the caufe ! ' 
Soldiers, though rough, may in a lady's face 
The fccrct meaning of her blulhes trace. 
When (hort-brcath'd fighs, and catching glances, fcnt 
From dying eyes, reveal the kind intent. 
All day in War's rude hazards take delight. 
But Love and gentler plcafures rule the night. 

A M A D I 8. 
Tht lords of fate, who all our lots decree, 
Have deft in 'd Fame no other joy for me, 
My fallen ftars in that one circle moye, 
The happy only are ordain'd for love. 

. AR GABON. 

The ftars that you reproach ray art can force, 

I can dir&cl them to a kinder courfe. 

What conqucr'd nations, driven from the field. 

Can pleafe your pride like tender maids that yield f 

Wiiat found io fvveet or ravilhing, can move 

Like the foft whifpcr of confenting love ? 

What fpoils of Fame, what trophies, have the charmt 

Of Love, triumphant in a virgin's arms ? 

Freely as Nature made the treafurc mine. 

And boldly rifle alU caeh gem is thine : 

Unguarded fee the maiden calket Hand, 

Olad of the ihcft; to court the robbcx's hand j 
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Honour his' wonted watch no longer keeps, 
Seize quickly, foldier, while the dragon flceps. 

A M A n I s. 
Enchanting arc yoirr Idoks, lefs magic lies - 
In your myflcrious ^rt than in your ^yes ; . . 
•Such melting laoguage.claims a foft returij> 
Pity the hopclefs iQv&with which I bum : , ^ 

Faft bound already, and not free tp chuip^ 
I prize the blefling which I muft refufe. 

A R C A B O n; 

Thofe formal lovers be for ever curft. 

Who fetter'd free-born love with honour firft. 

[Turning angrify aji4e. 
Who through fantaftic laws are Virtue's fools. 
And againil Nature will be flaves to rules. 
How cold he flaiftls^ unkindling at my charms ! 

[Ohfirrving him. 
Thou rock of ice, I 'fl melt thee itt my arms. 

[To bim gentljk 
Your captive friends have ^edom from this houri 
Rejoice for them, bat.for thyielf much more : 
Sublimer bleiBogt are refenr'd for thee, ' 
Whom Glory calls- to be pofTefs'd of me. 
The IhipwreckM Greeks, caft on J£dML*s fhorcy 
With trembling (lepa the dubious coaft explore ^ *> 
Who firft arrive, unworthy of regard. 
In vain lament, unpity'd and unheaid a . 
/But when UlyfTcs, with majeftic mien, 
Approach'd the throne where iat th* Enchantrefs Queen, 

Pleas'dj 
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PlcasM with m pcsienoe that invades her channsy 
She takes the hold adTenturer in her arms. 
Up to her bed (he leads the conqueror on. 
Where he enjoys the Daughter of the Sun* 

ISbe leads AmuBs m#. Fkfeftmt md Cm^kmimf^ ^ttgahtr^ 
MuBg hdck vith camtTM aftn' Jmtdis, The remmau^ 
Cmptiva exfrtfs thtitjoj fir SUrtj -miik ftags nddncn, 

-mab -uihisk^htdSiBMhieu 

CHORUS. 

L 
To Fortune give immortal pralie. 
Fortune depofes, and can raile ; 
Fortune the captives chains does brealK^ 
And brings de^ring ejuks back^ 
However low this hour we fail. 
One lucky moment may mend all. 

II. 
'Tis Fortune governs all below t 
The Stateiman's wiles, the Gameiler's duow. 
The Soldier's fame, the Merchant's gains. 
The Lover's joy, the Priibner'-s chains. 
Are but as Fortune (hall beftow % 
*Tis fortune governs all below. 

Sixth Dance of Captives to the Cboros. 

ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

SCENE. A Grove, ke. 

Enter A&cabok and A&calaus. 

A X C A B O N. 
TT I S firft excufes I to forms alloVd, 
^ -*• And deem'd them policy before the crowd j 
But when alone, in (hades where lovers hide. 
Death! hell! and furies! dien to be den/'d I 

AKCALAtTS. 

Of women tyrants 'tis the common doom. 
Each haughtily fets out in beauty's bloom» 
Tilly late repenting, to redeem the paft, 
You turn abandon'd proftitutes at laft. 

A R C A B O N. 

Who hate declares, is fure of hate again ! 
Rage begets rage, diOain provokes difdain : 
Why, why, alas, ihould love leis equal prove f 
Why is not love return'd with mutual love } 

ARCALAU8. 
Bleilings when cheap or certain we defpile. 
From fure poifeffion what delire can rife ? 
Love, like ambition, dies as 'tis enjoy'd. 
By Doubt provok'd, by Certainty deftroy'd. 
A R C A B O N. 

To govern love, alas ! what woman can ! 
Yet 'tis an eafy province to a man. 

U X;\sk 
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Why am I then of hope abandonM quite ? 
There is a cure— -I M aik it— if 1 might. 
Forgiy^ me,.brothfr, if I pry toofars * • v 
I've learnt— my rival is your prifoner here : 
If that be trvc— ; /. . ' < 

ARCALAUS. 

What thence would you infer? .-. '-, 

AR C A B O N. 

What but her death— When Amadis is free. 
From hopes of her, there may be hope f6r«ne* : ^ 

ARCALAUS. 
Thou cloud to his bright Juno ; fool , (hall he ' 
Who has loy*d her ever defcend to thee ? 

A R c A B o N« 
Much vainer fool art thou ; where are thofechannS' 
That are to tempt a princefs to thy arms } 
Thou Vulcan to Oriana*s Mars. 

ABCALAUS. 

. But yet, 
This Vulcan has that Mars within his net. 
Your counfel comes too late, for 'tis decreed. 
To make.the woman fure, Jtlie man fiiall bleed. 

lEx'it ArcalaksfurBl 
AR C A B O N. 
Firfi pciiih thou ; earth, air, and fcas, and iky, 1 
Confounded in one heap of chaos lie; j 

And every other living creature die ! J 

I bum, I burn, the ftorm tliat 's in my mind 
Kindles my heart, like fires provoked by wind : 
Love and refcntment, wifhcs and difdain, 
Dlow ail at once, Ukfi.mud« that plough the main.- 
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Furies/ Are61:o, aid my jiift defignj "J. 

But if^^yerfeto mercy, you decline I • 

The* pious ta'fk, aflift me, powers divine r J 

Juft gods, and thou their king, imperial Jove, 
Strike whom you pleaft, but fave the man I love. . 

1 , [Exit. 

I 

The SCENE changes td a pleafant garden, Oriana fitting 
in a Bower at the lo-wer pari of the fcenej Vtfiening to foft 
mufic. Arcalaus enters bowing reJpefHveiy; Jbe rifes'; 
they advance flovtly iowards the ftage in mute di/cour/e^ till 
the mufic ceajes, 

ARCALAUS. 

Of freedom loft, unjuftly you complain. 

Bom to command wherc-e*er you come, you reign ; 

No fetters here you wear, but others bind, 

And not a prifon, but an empire find. 

ORIANA. 

Death 1 cxpeft, and I defire it too, 

'Tis all the mercy to l^e wifli'd from you. 

To die is to be free : Oh let me find 

A fpeCdy. death j that freedom would be kind. 

ARCALAUS. 
Too cruel to fufpeft fuch ills were meant. 
Here is no death but what your eyes prefent : 
O may they reign, thofe arbiters of fate. 
Immortal, as the loves that they create. 
Wc know the caufc of this prepofterous grief. 
And we (hould pity were there no relief : 
One lover loft, have you not millions more ? 
Can you complain of want, whom all adore } 



) 



1^1 LANSDOWNE'S POEM^. , 

All hearts are yours, even mine^ that, fierce and h 
Ranging at large, difdain'd captivity ; 
Caught hy your charms, the (avage trembling liesy 
And proihate in his chain for mercy dies. 

ORIANA» 

Re(pe6b is limited to power alone. 
Beauty difbeft, like kings from empire thrown. 
Each infblent invader, regardlefs of a frown. 
How art thou chang'd, ah wretched princedi I now^ 
When every Have that loves dares tell thee (o. 

ARCALAUS. 
If I do love, the fault is in your eyes. 
Blame them that wound, and not the flave that dies : 
If we may love, then fure we may declare ; 
If we may not, ah why are you fo fair ? 
Who ^an behold thofe lips, that neck, this waift. 
That form divine, and not be mad to tafte ? 

O R I A N A* 

Pluck out thefe eyes, revenge thee on my face, 
Tear oflf my cheeks, and root up every grace. 
Disfigure, kill me, kill me iiiftantly. 
Thus may'ft thou free thyfelf at once, and me. 

ARCALAUS. 

Such Grange commands 'twere impious to obey, 
I would revenge myfelf a gentler way. 

ITakes her hy the band, Jhe fnatcbes it away difdamfilfy^ ht 
turns furfily upon her. 

Some hope there is that you may change your mind ; 
Madam, you have not always been uxikind. 

ORIANA. 
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O&IANA, 

Some whirlwind bear me from this odious place, 
£arth open wide, and bury my difgrace ; 
Save me, ye powers, from violence and fliame, 
Affift my virtue, and protef^ my £une« 

ARCALAUa. 

Love with fubmiffion firft begins in courfe; 

But, when that fails, a fure referve is force 1 

The niced dames, who our embraces ihun, 

Wait only a pretence, and force is one : 

She who throueh frailty yields, difhonour g^ns^ 

But (he that 's rorc'd, her innocence retains : 

Debtors and (laves for favours they beftow. 

Invading, we are free and nothing owe* 

No ties of love or gratitude conftrain. 

But as we like, we leave, or come again* 

It (hall be fo— lAftie. 

Since fofter arguments have provM in vain. 

Force is the laft, refUk it if you can* 

[S€iz€S bett Jbe Jtrmg^Ui and hrttdtsfiom bim* 

O & I A N A. 

Help, help, ye gods t 

AXCALAU8* 
Who with fuch courage can refift defire. 
With what a rage (hell love when raptures fire ! 
Behold in chains your vanqui(h'd minion lies, 
Andj if for nothing but this fconii he dies. 
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[Amaiis faft hound in chains, ^Orian^^aiut Amadis at Jtgii 
•f each other Jiart and look amazed, Arcalaus adv0nces ta 
ftab him, Arcahon In the inftant enters^ fdzei Oriana^ 
bo/ding a dagger at her hreaft* ArcaioMS vitb-Mdi Hs^ 
hloiv, 

A RCA B OK. 

Strike boldly murderer, Jlrikp him to the ground^ 

While thus my dagger anfwers every wound ; 

Drink deep the blood from the raoft mortaT part^ 

I'll do thee reafon in Oriana's heart. 

By what new magic is thy vengeance charm'd ? 

Trembles thy hand before a man unarm'd > 

Wiien by Oriana's death debarr'd of blifs. 

Then triumph in the fate of Amadis. 

OR lA N A. 

Strike, my deliverer, 'tis a friendly flroke; 
I flinn thee not, but rather Would provoke r 
Death to the wretched is an end of carej 
But yet mcthinks I might that victim fpare. 

[Pointing to Amadiu 

AMADIS. 

Burft, burft thefe fetters, that like Perfcus I 
May to the fuccour of the channcrfly ; 
My ibul till now no dangers could affright. 
But trembles, like a coward's, at this fight. 

A R c A B o N. 
So paflionatc 1 But I '11 revenge it here. 

ARCALAUS. 

Hold, Fury, or J flrike as home; forbear. 

[Shf 
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[ She offering at Oria/ia, be offers. at.Amadis, both ivitb-boli 

tbeir blow. 
Had I enjoyed— A curfc on the reprieve ! 
Thou might*ft have flruck, and had the lover's leavc^ 

Trumpets found, enter haftily U UGANDA, with a 
numerous Train of Attendants. 



U|G AN.'DA. . 

To arms, to arms, ye fpirit« of the airj 

Ye guardians of the brave, and of the fair, . 

Leave your bright manfions, and in arms appear. 



}■ 



[Thunder, trumpet s^ kettle-drums, and other •warlike ^ tu- 
rn ents. Spirits dffcend in cloudt, Jomt centinue in tbt air, 
playing upon inftruments of -warn Others remain, muge^- ^s 
for battle. Others defcend upon the ft age, and dray^up'.in 
order of battle by Amadis^ wbofn Vrganda frees, prefcutiKg 
him -wiflf a fivurd,. Arcabou and Arcalatts look H^Qf^jk^d^ 
and retire to the oppofite fide of the ft age, Oriana -goesjver 
to.Vrganda. 

ARC A BON* . 
Fly quick, yo Daemons, from your black abodp.s, - ^^. •, 
And try another combat with the gods j , 

Blue fires and peftilential fumes arife, , ^ 

And flaming foi^^tains fpout agalnft the Ikies'; 
From their broad roots thefe oaks and cedars tear. 
Burn like my love, and rage like ray dcfpair. - 
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[Trttmfets found mi ArcaMs fiJe, v/bicb are ait/wered m 
VrgtuMs, J'be gnve appears in an injtant all m a fame, 
Fenntains from below caft up fire as in fpouts ; a ram $f 
fire from above. Tbe fky darkened tbe -wbile, Tbmnder 
andBgbtmng. Damons range tbemfelves on tbe ftt^e b^ 
Jtrcalansi otber damons face Vrganda's Jpirits in tbe mr^ 
Arcalans advances before his party vntb bis fvnrd drawn to 
AmoAs* 

Lft heaven and hell ftand neuter, white we tr^r* 
Om equal terms, which of us two ihall die. 

[Arcalans and Amadis engage at tbe bead of tbehr parties: 
a figU at tbe fame time im tbe air^ and upon tbe Jkage t 
martial ntnfic tbe wbile^ mixed witb inflmments of borror s 
tbmnder and Rgbtmng, Tbe damons are overcome / Ar* 
talons falls, 

AMADIS. 
Thou mtghtfl have learnt more policy from hell. 
Than tempt the fword by which thy brother fell. 

ITo Arcalans falSng, 
U K G A K D A. 
Sound tunes of trimnph, all ye winds, and bear 
Your notes aloft, that heaven and earth may hear; 
And thou, O Sun, ihine out ierene and gay. 
And bright, as when the giants loft thf day. 

[Tbe Jky clears^ and tnnes of trinmpb refonnd from aU p^t 
of tbe ibeatre. AmaAs approacbes Oriana, bowing refpeS* 
fnllj^ Anabon tbi vbilo fiands fnUn and obferving. 
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A M A D I S. 

While Aofiadh Oriana's love poifeft. 

Secure of empire in that beauteous hieaft. 

Not Jove, the king of gods, like Amadis was bkft. 

O R I A N A* 

While to Oriana Amadis was true. 

Nor wandering flames to diftaat climates drew. 

No heaven, but only love, the pkas'd Oriana knew., 

AMADIS. 

That heaven of love, alas ! is mine no more* 
Braving thofe powers by whom (he faUbly fu*ore^ 
She to Conibntius would thoie charms refign. 
If oaths could bind» that (hould be only mine. 

ORIANA. 

With ^ feign'd falfehood you'd evade your part 
Of guilt, and tax a tender faithful heart : 
While by fuch ways you'd hide a conicious flamcy 
The only virtue you have left is Shame. 

ITurmni difdMnfulhf fr9m,lm. 

AM A. D IS. 
But ihould this injur*d vaflal you rejeft 
Prove true, ah what return might he tyoftGt } 

[Affnachmg tauUtij. 

ORIANA. 

Though brave Conftantius' charms, with every art* 
That can entice a tender virgin's heart, 
Whether (he (hines for glory or delight. 
To tempt ambition, or enchant the light; 
Were Amadis reftor'd to my eftecmj 
I would lejeft a deity for him. 

amAdii* 
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A M A D I S. 

Though falfe as watery bubbles blown by wmd, 
Fi^M in my foul and rooted in my mind^ 
I Ipvie Oriana, f^hlefs and unkind : 
Oh were fhe kind, and faithful as fhe 's fair, 
Fpr her alone I'd live, and die for hez'. 

.1 U&GANDA. 

Adjourn tibeie murmurs of unquiet love» 

And from this fcene of rig* tod f Ate remove. 

Thy empire, Arcabon, concludes this hour. 

Short is. the date of aH flagitious power ; 

Spar'd be thy life, that thou may'ft living bear 

The torment* of the damu'd in thy defpair. 

Where Zephyrs only breathe in myrtle groves, 

There will'I lead you to debate your loves. 

[Vrganda takes Onaaa^s handf leading Ber out. As Amails 

is folMwing, Arcahon takes him by the robe., 
A EC ABO N. 
"Wlfeir, not one look ! not one diflembling fmile. 
To thank me for your life ! or to beguile 
Defpair ? Cold and ungrateful as thou art, 
Hence from my fight for ever, and my heart. 

' ■•' [^Lets go her hold with an air of contempt* 

Back, foldier, to the tamp, thy proper fpherej 
Stick to^ thy trade, dull, hero, follow war. 
Ufelefs to women j thou mere image, meant 
To raife defire, and then to difappoint. 

\.Amadis goes cut... 
So ready to be gone,— Barbaric, flay— .- 
He's|;one^ and Love returns, and Pride gives way.. 

" • " Oh 
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Oh (lay, come back-— Horror and hell! I biirn! 

I rage ! I rave ! I die l^— Return, return. 

Eternal racks my tortur*d bofom tear, - ;. 

Vultures with endlefs pangs are gnawing there. 

Fury ! dillraftion ! I am all de^r» 

Burning with love, may'!)- thou ne'er aim .«t blifs, 

But thunder ihake thy limbsj and li^tning bllift thy kifs. 

While pale, aghaft, a fpeftrei ftand by, • .;.V 

Pleased at the terrors that diftraft thy joy : 

Plague of my life ! thy want of power (hall be 

A curfe to her, wbrfe than thy fcom'to me. 



} 



CHORUS. 



lExit. 



The battle -s done, 

bur wars are over. 
The battle *Sjdone, 
Let laureU crown 
The heads diat rugged (leel did corer. 
Let myrtles too 

Bring peace for ever. 

Let myrtles too 

Adorn the brow 

That bent beneath the warlike- bearer. ■ 

Let kifles, .embraces, .;*^ 

Dying eyes, and ku&d ghmcei. 
Let kifles, embraces, . . 

And tender carefles, ' * 

Give wamith to our amorous trancetk ' - •*^^' 

.: . •'■•- i"'^U"^4,il^^ 






300 LANSDOWNE'S POEMS. 
Let trumpeu and tymbalf , 
Let Btabftls and cymbals, 
Let drums and hautboys giVe overi 
But let flutes 
And let lutes 
Oar paflkms excite 
. To gentler detighty 
And every Mars be a lofer* 

ACT V. SCENE L 

SCENE, Urganda's Bower of Blifs; being a 
Reprefentadon of Woods tock-Paxic. 

Enter Oriana atnd Amadis. 

ORI A MA. 

IN my efteem he well deferves a pait. 
He (hares my pnnfe» but you have all Hiy heart : 
When equal virtues in the fcales are try'd,, 
And jultice againft neither can decide. 
When judgment thus perplex'd fufpends the choice. 
Fancy muft fpeak, and give the cafting voice : 
Much to his love, much to his merit 's due. 
But powerful inclination is for you. 

AMADlSr 
Thou haft no equal, a fuperior ray 
Unrivai'd as the light that rules the day. 
Should fame (blicit me wtdi all her charms^ 
Kor hloomng laurels, nor vidbrious arms. 
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Shoiild purch^e but a grain of the delight, 
A moment from the raptures of this ni|^. 
O&IAN A. 

Wrong not my virtue, to fuppofe that I 
Can grant to love, what duty muSt. deny ; 
A father's will is wanting, and my breaft • 
Is rul'd by gloryi though by love pofleftt 
Rather than be another's, I would die. 
Nor can be yours, till duty can comply. 

AM ADI 8. 

Curil rules ! that thus the nobleft loves engage, 
To>\ait thepeeviih humours of old age ! 
Think not the lawfulnefs of love confifts 
In parents wills, or in the forms of priefls ; 
Such are but licensed rapes, that vengeance draw 
From heaven, howe'er approved by human law. 
Marriage the happiell bond of love might be. 
If hands were only join'd when hearts agree. 

Enter Urganda and Corisanda, FLORESTAKa&cT 
Attendants. 

URGANDA. 

Here faithful lovers to fafe joys remove. 
The foft retreat of Glory and of Love. 
By fate prepared, to crown the happy houn 
Of mighty kings, and famous conqueron : 
The Bower of Blifs 'tis cail'd, and is the fame 
Which mortals (hall hereafter Blenheim name, 
Delicious feat, ordain'd a Aveet recefs 
For thee, and for a future Amadis. 



Here, Amadi^, let all your fuflTeniigs. end • i 

Before I brotS^ght a miftrefsy now a friend, > 

The greateft bleffings that die godk cslh fendr .^ 

\ IPreftfaingFloreftmu 
A MA D r 8. ' ■ ] 

O Florefian ! Acre wanted btit this more. 
This ftrift enibrace, to make my joys run o'er : 
The fight of thee does fuch vaft tranfports breed. 
That fcarce therecftafies of love exceed. 

FLO RES TAN. 

If beyona 'tovc or Glory is a tafte 

Of pleafure, it is fure in Friendihip plac'd. 

O R I A N A. 
My Corifandatoo ! 

Not Florcftan could fly with greater hafte 
To take thee in his arms : O welcome to my brcaft* 
As to the lover's— 

CORIS A N DA. 
O joy cpmpleat ! 
Blcil day ! 
Wherein fo many friends and lovers meet, 

FLOR ES TAN, 
The ftorm blown over, fo the wanton doves, 
Shake from their plumes the rain, and feek the groves, 
Pair their glad mates, and coo eternal loves. 

AM AD IS, 

O Floreftan ! bleft as thou doft deferve, 
To thee the fates are kind, without referve. 
'My joys are not fo full i though Love would yield, 
FJcrcc Hpnour ftauds W ^\oui^d> ^xk^Vt^>$%^'t<^^WU 
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Nature within, fcduc'd, in vain befriends, . ^ 

While Honour, with his guard of Pride, defends: . 
O Nature frail, and feulty in thy frame, 
Fomenting wiihes. Honour mult condemn ; ,, 

Or O ! too rigid Honour thus to bind. 
When Nature prompts, and when Deiire is kind. 

Enter Arqabon condu£Hng Constavtius, her 
Garments loofe and Hair diflievel'd, feeming frantick. • 

AR CxioK. 
This, Roman, is the place : 'tis magic ground. 
Kid by enchantment, by enchantment found, * 
Behold them at our view diffblvM in fear; • ^ *• 

Two armies, are two lovers in defpair. ■-^\ 

Proceed, behold, and fcorning to entreat ; ' 

Think all her ftruggh'ngs feigh'd, her cries deceit; 
Not'creeping like a cur that fewns to pleafe. 
Nor whine, nor beg— but like a lion feiw: 
Kill him, and ravifh her r for fo would I, 
Were I a man ; or rather let both die. 
The rape may pleafe-— 
Each was difdain'd j to equal rage refign 
Thy heart, and let it burn and blaze like mine, 
'Tis fweet to love ; but when with fcom we meet, 
Revenge fupplies the lofs, with joys as great, 
[v^ chariot defcenis fwiflly drtnvnhy dragons, into -which fie tih- 

ters at the foUovflng Rnes : 
Up to th' etherial heavens .where gods refide, 
Lp ! thus I fly to thunder on thy fide. 
{TJfundcr. Tbi $b(itkt mfmUi$9k( dr^ mivanifies 'with- 
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C O N S T AM TI U S. . 

Fly where thou wilt, but not to bleft abodes^ 
For know, where-e'er thou art, there are no gods, 

[Approaches OrUma^ howmg re^eRJkllj. 
I come not here an o^je6^ to affright, 
Or to mokft, but add to your delight. 
Behold a prince expiring in your view. 
Whole life 't a burthen to himfeif and yoo. 
Fate and die king all other means deny 
To iet you free, but that ConiUntius die : 
A Roman arm had pUy'd a Roman's part. 
But 'tis prevented by my breaking heart.: 
. I thank you, gods, nor think my doom ievere, 
Refigning life, on any terms, for her. 

U &G AND A. 

What cruel deftiny on beauty waits, 
When on one face depend io many ^es ! 
Confia'd by honour to relieve but one. 
Unhappy men by thoufands are undone. 

CON8TANTIU8. 

Make room, ye Decii, whofe devoted breath 
Secured your country's happinefs by death; 
I come a facrifice no lefs renown'd. 
The cauie as glorious, and as fure the wound. 

[Kneels at Oriam^s feet, Jke/eems €omcer$ui^ 

Oh Love ! with all thy fweets let her be bleft, 
Thy reign be gentle in that beauteous breaft. 
Though thy malignant beams, with deadly force. 
Have fcorch'd my joys, and in their baneful courie 
Withered each plant, and dry'd up every Iburcc^s 



} 
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Ah \ to Oriana fhine Icfs fatal bright, 
Chen fti her heart, and nourifh her delight, 
Rcftrain each cruel in flue Ace that deftroys, 
Blefs all her days, and ripen all her joys. 

[Amadis addrcj/ing to Coujiauiius. 
A M AD I S. 
Where fortune us*d to fmile upon defert, 
Love had been yours i to die, had been my part : 
Thus fate divides the prize j though beauty's mine, 
Yet fame, our otlicr miftrcfs, is more thine. 

[CotfJttJtitius rtfcs, looking ft ernlj upon him^ 
Difdain not, gallant prince, a rival's praife. 
Whom your hij;h worth has humbled to confcfs 
In every thing, but love, he merits lefa. 

CONSTANTIITS. 

Art thou that rival then ? O killing (hanrc I 

And has he vievi'M me thus, fo weak, fo tame > 

Like a fconiM captive protete at his fide, 

To grace his triumph, and tlclight his pride ? 

O 'tis too much ! and nature in difdain 

Turns back from death, and firing every vein, 

Reddens with rage, and kindles life again. 

IJc firm, my foul, quick from this fcene remove, 

Or madnefs elfc may be too ftrong for love. 

[^Dra-ws a dagger, and ftandi h:tween Amadis and Oriana^ 

facing Amadis, 
Spent as I am, and vveary'd with the weight 

Of burthening life 1 could revcrfe my fate. 

Thus planted, (land thy evcrlafting bar ; 
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[Seizing Amadis, holding the dagger at bis throat: AmaAs 

ftruggles for his /word. 
But for Oriana's fake *tis better here. 
[Looking hack upon Oriana, ftahs JAmfelf-, all run tofoppcrt him, 

O R I A .V A. 
Live, generous prince j fuch virtus ne'^rihould die. 

CONSTANTI U.S. 

I 've liv'd enough, of all I wifli poffeft. 

If, dying, I may leave Oriana bled : 

Nor can I now recall my fate— — 

Th' invader has too fure a footing found, 

He fpreads his troops, and covering all around, 

Pie marches unoppos'd : In every vein 

Fevers aflault, and phrcnfies burn my brain. 

The laft warm drop forfakes my bleeding heart : 

Oh Love ! how fure a murderer thou art ! [P*^^- 

ORIANA. 

There breaks the nobleft heart that ever bum'd 
In flames of love, for ever to be mourn'd. 

A M A DI S. 
Lnvifli to him, you wrong an equal flame ; 
Had he b^en lov'd, my heart had done the fame. 

FLORESTAN. 
Oh emperor, all ages Ihall agree, 
Such, but more happy, fhould all lovers be. 

U R G A N D A. 

No lover now throughout the world remains 
But Amadis, deferving of your chains. 
Remove that mournful objed from the fight. 

[Carry offthehodr. 
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Ere yon' bright beam is fliadow'd o'er with night, 
The ftubborn king Ihall licenfe your delight ; 
The torch, already bright with nuptial fire. 
Shall bring you to the bridegroom you dcfire; 
And honour, that fo long has kept in doubt, 
Be better pleas'd to yield, than to hold out. 

^Here an entcrtthtmcnt ofmujick and danttng. 

^ To he Jung, 

Make room for the combat, make room, 

Sound the trumpet and drum, 
A fairer than Venus prepares 
To encounter a greater than Mars. 
Make room for the combat, make room, 

Sound the trumpet and drum, 
The gods of defire take part in the fray. 
And Love fits like Jove, to decide the great day. 

For the honour of Britain 
This duel is fought ! 

Give the word to begin. 

Let the combatants in ; 
The cliallcnger enters all glorious : 

But Love has decreed, 

Though beauty may bleed. 
Yet Beauty (hall ftill be vitlorious. 

CHORUS, 
Make room for the combat, make room, 
Sound the trumpet and drum : 
A fairer than Venus prepares 
To encounter a greater than Mars. 

X 1 ^^^^. 
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SONG. 

Help ! help ! th* unpraftis'd cooqueror cries ; 
He faints, he falls, help, help ! Ah me ! he dies. 
Gently Ihe tries to raife his head, 
And weeps, alas ! to find him dead. 

Sound, found a charge, 'tis war again. 

Again he fights, again is ilain ; 

Again, again, help, help ! flie cries. 

He faints, he falls^ help, help : Ah mel he dks, 

Another. 
Happy pair. 
Free from care. 
Enjoy the bleifing 
Of fvveet poflefling 
Free from care, 
Happy pair. 

Love inviting, 
Souls uniting, 

Defiring, 
' Expiring, 
Enjoy the blefling 
Of fwect poflefling 

Free from care, 

Happy pair. 

Chorus Singing and Dancing. 

Be true, all ye lovers, whatever you. endure ; 
Thou'^h cruel tlie paia is, boy* ^NN«x*\%xi« cure \ 
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So divine is the blcffing, 

In the hour of poflcfling. 

That one moment's obtaining 

Pays an age of complaining* 
Be true, all ye lovers, whate'cr you endure; 
Though cruel the pain is, how fweet is the cure f 

[Here enter tivo forties from the oppojite Jidcs of the theatre^ 
vj'th lances in their handsy marching to a warlike meafur» 
of trumpetSy &c. Then ran a tilt, and, having broken or 
quitted their lances, form divers combats -with fword and 
buckler. The conquerors dance a nieafure^ exprejjing their 
joy for viHory, 

CHORUS to the Dance. 
Aniadis is the hero's glory, 
Of endlcfs fame a lading llory : 
Amadis is the hero's glory. 

Oriana is the queen of pleafure* 
A light of love, to fhine for ever r 
Orianji is the queen of pleafure. 

[The entertainment concludes with variety of fongs and datfces* 
after which the company rife and come forward, 

AMADIS. 

So Pheebus mounts triumphant in the (kies. 
The clouds difpcrfe, and gloomy horror flies | 
Darknefs gives place to the viftorious light. 
And all around is gay, and all around is bright. 

ORIANA« 
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O R lA N A. 

Our prefent joys are Tweeter for pail pain ; 
To heaven and love by fufiering we attain. 

U RG ANDA. 

Prophetic fury rolls within my breaft,. 
And as at Delphos, when the foaming prieft 
Full of his god, proclaims the diftaot doom 
Of kings unborn, and nations yet to. come ; 
My labouring mind fb ihruggles to unfold. 
On Britifh ground, a future age of gold ; 
But lead incredulous you hear— behold. 

[Here a fcene reprefints the ^een, and all the triumphs of 
her Majeftys reign. 

High on a throne appears the martial queen. 
With grace fublime, and with imperial mien. 
Surveying round her with impartial eyes, 
Whom to proteft, or whom Ihe fliall chaftife. 
In every line of that aufpicious face 
Soft Mercy fmiles, adorned with every grace. 
So angels look, andfo, when heaven decrees. 
They fcourge the world to piety and peace. 

Emprefs and conqueror, hail ! Thee, fates ordain 
O'er all the willing world fole arbitrefs to reign ; 
To no one people are thy laws confin'd, 
Great- Britain's queen, but guardian of mankind. 
Sure hope of all who dire oppreiiion bear. 
For all th' oppreft become thy inftant care. 
Nations of conqueft proud, thou tam'ft, to free ; 
Deaouncin^ war, prefenting liberty ; 

The 
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Tlic vi6lor to the vanquifti'd yields a prize. 
For in thy triumph their redemption lies ; 
Freedom and peace for ravilh'd fame you give^ 
Invade to blefs, and conquer to relieve. 
So the fun fcorches and revives by turns. 
Requiting with rich metals where he burns. 

Taught by this great example to be juft, 
Succeeding kings Ihall well fulfill their truft; 
Dilcord and war and tyranny fhall ceafc, 
And jarring nations be comptU'd to peace ; 
Princes and flates, like fubjc£ts, (hall agree 
To truft her power, fafe in her piety. 

If curious to infpeft the book of fate, 
YouM farther learn the deftin'd time and date 
Of Britain's glory, know, this royal dame 
From Stuart's race ihall rife, Anna fhall be her name. 



<: o N- 
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